strawberry Blonde 
by BigBossS 


Category: Halloween 
Genre: Hurt-Comfort, Romance 
Language: English 
Characters: Michael M. 

Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2013-06-26 20:48:46 
Updated: 2015-01-30 04:09:20 
Packaged: 2016-04-26 22:37:50 
Rating: M 
Chapters: 49 
Words : 21, 327 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Minka was a nurse. Young, barely a woman; she was kind and 
considerate, selfless. She was everything he wasn't and all he 
wanted. And her hair, shining with the colors of a warm sunset, a 
strange strawberry blonde. 


1 . Chapter 1 

** I do not own any Halloween characters, blah blah blah, enjoy the 
first chapter!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A tired-eyed young woman walked slowly down the dimly lit 
hallway, lined with metal doors and bars. Her white sneakers hitting 
the marble floor was the only sound, apart from the distant hum of 
the washing machines doing their nightly duty.<p> 

The young woman wore a name tag, and on that name tag, in graceful 
handwriting, was her name; _Minka Krevitz_. Underneath that, written 
in a hand more authoritative, was '_temp'. _Yes, thanks to her 
cousin, who was a veteran employee of Smith's Grove, young Minka was 
hired as a temporary nurse the week before. Quite a feat for someone 
who was barely eighteen years old, she had been told many times by 
other staff. 


Minka pursed her rosy lips and sighed. Yes, quite a feat for someone 
with a relative in the business to help her along. 

With or without help however, she was glad to be where she was, 
helping people, even if it was only for a short and undetermined 
amount of time. Smith's Grove was a nationally recognized hospital, 
and it was going to look wonderful on her rAOsumA©. 


It was a surprise to young Minka 's parents that she had chosen a 
career so dependent on human interaction. Quiet and shy, she had 



never been one to seek company from others, finding solace in books 
and art. The day she graduated from her small-town high school and 
announced to them her plans of nursing school, shock and a sense of 
pride had washed over her parents. Their frail daughter was going to 
lead a life filled with goodness and compassion. It was wonderful, 
being trained in an actual hospital setting. 

Minka now knew that very few nurses at Smith's Grove were there to 
fulfill a need to care for people. It was a convenient job, required 
minimal training and included benefits. She had watched as they 
regarded the patients with indifference, never engaging in 
conversation and doing the most minimal amount of work. They 
gossiped, listened to the radio, read the paper, complained. Minka, 
shoving her timid nature under the rug for once in her life, had 
asked her supervisor is there were any positions available for third 
shift . 

_'I-I just think I could work more efficiently at night. Not so 
manya€ 1 distractions . 

He had listened to her plea, and she had seen what he did as a 
kindness. She had not recognized the adoration and hunger is his eyes 
as he raked his vision over her. 

A few days later, she received her revised schedule and room 
assignment. As happy as she was, Minka didn't quite understand why 
she was assigned to a single room during a seven hour 
shift . 

Confused, she had implored the other nurses. Truthfully, she had 
expected their exasperated attitudes and rolling eyes. 

_ 'You really don't know whose room that is huh?'_ 

_ 'Jesus, just tell hera€ 1 '_ 

_ 'Michael Myers, you dope. Y'know? 'Bout fifteen years ago, he 
killed his sister, her boyfriend and his stepfather. Only a kid, too. 
He's been here ever since, drugged up and strapped to his cot by that 
Dr. Loomis character. He thinks he's the devil or somethin'. '_ 

_ ' Mute, too ! '_ 

_ 'Wait 'til you see those eyes, Krevits. They give us all the 
chills ! '_ 

Minka had looked at them with the expression of a frightened child. 
She had heard whisperings of Michael Myers, of how he wasn't even 
human. Now, she was to sit in a room with him all night. 

She took her time walking down the hallway, her hands clutching the 
sides of her white nurse's dress. The instructions she had been given 
were very clear and simple. Give him his dose of Thorazine at the 
beginning of her shift, check his vitals anda€l watch. Watch for what, 
she didn't know. She had already been told repeatedly that Michael 
Myers didn't speak, didn't really move, and never acknowledged any of 
the staff who tended to him. It should have made her feel a little 
less terrified, but it didn't. 


She also had to endure a lecture from Dr. Sam Loomis himself, who 



insisted that Michael was indeed, not human. He warned her that the 
man was capable of anything, and to be completely alert during her 
shift . 

Now that she was reaching the infamous room, Minka was trembling. 
Making a good impression on her supervisor and those above him was 
crucial. She didn't want to seem like a timid little girl. 

Although at that moment, that's exactly what she was. 

Tucking away stray curls of strawberry blonde hair that had escaped 
her neat bun, Minka nodded confidently at the armed guard who stood 
next to the windowless door. Giving her a suspicious smile, he 
clasped the door handle with his beefy hand, twisted the key with the 
other and opened it . 

Minka felt faint. Slowly, she walked into the room. She heard the 
guard chuckle behind her before slamming the door, making her 
flinch . 

It took a few seconds for her wide brown eyes to adjust to the dim 
lighting. The room was bigger than the average patient dorm. Due to 
the machines and IV, she figured. 

A small wooden chair was placed near the right side of the room, 
across from the very large bed near the left. 

Minka swallowed hard, her mouth getting more and more dry. Pushing 
past her apprehension, she stepped forward and looked at the man 
strapped to the bed. 


2 . Chapter 2 

** I write small chapters, don't complain about it. Keeps you on your 
toes, ya see hahaha.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Relaxed and almost serene, Michael Myers was sleeping. Minka 
thanked God that he couldn't see her as she moved closer, little by 
little drinking in his appearance . <p> 

The dim, yellow light created the deepest shadows underneath his 
lashes and cheeks, outlining his strong jaw. His skin was pale from 
the complete lack of sun and unblemished, quite like a baby's. The 
shadow of a stubble was sprinkled on his chin and reached to his 
slight sideburns and unruly hair. 

She had never seen hair so dark. With a slight curl, it covered his 
pillow and fell upon his forehead, and reached his broad shoulders. A 
thin, coarse blanket was tucked beneath his arms, making his large, 
powerful hands very noticeable as they sat relaxed by his legs. Ugly 
leather straps crisscrossed his chest and lower body, and Minka let 
out a gasp when she saw just how many locks hung from the sides of 
the cot. He was, in every sense of the word, extraordinary looking. 

An aura of danger and violence seemed to radiate from him, even as he 
slept . 


She wondered if he truly was sleeping. 



Silently, she approached the side of the bed. 


"M-Michael ? " 


Silence was her answer, as she had hoped. Letting her tense shoulders 
relax, Minka eyed his left hand. That hand, she knew, could wrap 
around the whole of her throat and crush it completely, if it weren't 
strapped down. 

Before Minka could stop herself or comprehend her actions, her dainty 
fingers reached out and lightly rested on the back of his hand. She 
trembled; he was cold. 


Yes, he was cold and he was looking at her. Before she had even 
lifted her wide eyes to his, she felt his gaze heat her cheeks. 


3 . Chapter 3 

Michael Myers possessed eyes that were such a deep, stormy blue, they 
appeared to be black. His gaze, so fierce and angry, held her very 
soul in an inescapable grip. Her mouth refused to draw in air, eyes 
unable to look away. 

Yes, there was anger, but there were other emotions flickering in his 
stare. Curiosity, maybe even confusion. The more Minka stared back at 
him, the more butterflies invaded her stomach, the more scarlet 
washed over her cheeks . 

Her hand was still resting on his. The realization hit her like a 
cold wave of water. She pulled away too quickly, lost her balance, 
and fell on her backside. 

"Ah!" She squeaked, a bolt of pain shot up her back as she met the 
marble floor. Stunned, Minka couldn't find it within herself to do 
anything but sit there, frozen in surprise and pain and oddly, 
embarrassment . 

Rolling her bottom lip between her teeth, she looked up from her 
pathetic position and sure enough, Michael's head was turned towards 
her, eyes dark and heavy-lidded. His face was placid and quite 
emotionless, lips relaxed in a completely neutral line. 

>"I-I'm your n-new nurse," Minka whispered hoarsely, her gentle eyes 
wide and glistening. Michael of course, said nothing to this, only 
continued to look at her as though she were the most uninteresting 
thing to ever exist. Her hand found the edge of the bed, and she 
pulled herself up from the cold floor. <p> 

In the most inconspicuous and stiff manner she could possibly 
achieve, Minka straightened the soft material of her uniform with her 
pale hands, fingers curling around the hem of the modest dress and 
pulling it down to her knees. He watched her nervous and quick 
movements . 

Taking in a deep and calming breath, the young nurse stepped forward 
once more and smiled gently. 

"For the next few n-nights, I'lla€l" she paused, feeling her mouth go 
dry again as he looked through her, "a€ll'll be taking care of 



you . " 

Michael Myers blinked, slowly and almost deliberately. Was it a sign 
of understanding? 

Minka felt something sink within her; maybe it wasa€ 1 just a 
blink . 


4 . Chapter 4 

** Eyyy how about a little Michael POV?** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p> He had never seen hair such a peculiar color, with such a 
persistent curl. He had never seen a nurse so young. <p> 

He hadn't seen a smile in years, a smile meant for him 

Michael Myers could not remember the last time he had been touched so 
gently. Like a feather, her soft fingers had settled on his hand, 
their warmth causing a pool of heat to rise within him. It was 
feverish, but not unpleasant in the least. The deep cold that 
surrounded his heart was momentarily invaded, as the nurse's delicate 
voice filled his ears. 

He had never seen eyes so wide and kind, or lips such a perfect shade 
of pink. 

Of course, when she fell onto the floor and made that strange little 
sound, Michael's surprise wasn't visible. He stared at her, much like 
a statue, as she lifted herself and, to his slight disappointment, 
pulled her dress back down. 

Michael could feel her fear and trepidation; her smile could not hide 
that uncertain glint in her brown irises. He put the full force of 
his unnatural stare there, and watched as her hands trembled lightly 
at her sides. 

"I'll have to g-give you the medication soon. I hope thata€ 1 , " the 
nurse bit her lip and looked to the ground, "a€lyou will allow me to 
do so . " 

Michael hated the medication. He hated the shots and the way they 
clouded his head. 

He clenched his large fists, earning a few cracks, and the nurse took 
a small step away from him. 

"I d-don't know why theya€ 1 they give you Thorazine. You're already 
s-strapped down." Her whisper was laced with uncertainty and pity. 

She pitied him, and Michael could not determine whether or not he 
liked it. He figured it was neither good nor bad, 
justa€ 1 unknown . 

There was a heavy silence taking over. Michael and the nurse stared 
at each other for a moment before she came back to the side of the 
bed. Her lips opened slightly, her brow furrowed. 



"Can you hear me?" 


5 . Chapter 5 

_Yes, of course I can hear you... silly girl._ 

Michael Myers, for the first time in a long while, tried to answer a 
question; with a nod. It was very slight, barely noticeable. The 
nurse's eyes widened a bit. 

"Y-yes? You can?" Her delicate voice wavered as she took another 
small step forward. He nodded again, surprised at how much he enjoyed 
being spoken to. 

"Do these straps ... hurt you?" She asked. Her inquiry was so innocent. 
The fair-haired girl was not like the rest of the staff; yes, she was 
afraid of him. Michael could practically smell her trepidation, but 
it only added to the invisible veil of _goodness_ that surrounded 
her . 

He was jealous of that goodness, that unsullied purity. How he must 
look in her eyes. 

_Not that it mattered. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Minka was shocked. He responded to her, answered her questions. 
However, his expression remained dead, calm eyes fixed on her. She 
looked down at the leather straps. <p> 

They restricted any and all movement. Simply nodding was quite a 
feat, considering the constant flow of sedatives. 

_Was it really necessary? Humane? _ 

"Maybe I could 1-loosen them. Just a bit, " She whispered, her 
heartbeat rising. As slowly and gently as she could, Minka reached 
out and wrapped her tiny fingers around a strap that was fastened 
across his chest. She felt Michael tense, and almost pulled away. Her 
gaze traveled back to his, looking for signs of anger, but he simply 
stared back. 

She made work of the metal clasp, allowing slack between Michael's 
body and the leather. 

He sighed quietly, shocking her once again. 

"Better?" She asked, smiling timidly. 

Michael nodded. 


6. Chapter 6 

For the next few hours, Minka sat at his bedside, in the 
uncomfortable wooden chair provided for her. Instead of giving 
Michael his cocktail of sedatives, she split the dosage in half. 
After she had pumped the drugs into the IV, she apologized. 



_"I'm sorry, Michael ... really . 

At first, she didn't speak, only stared down at her lap. twiddle her 
thumbs, sighed, tried to keep her thoughts away from him. 

It was nearly four in the morning when the nurse turned to look at 
him. He was, of course, watching her. She smiled, her eyes 
thoughtful . 

"You've been here a very long time, haven't you?" She spoke softly, 
as though he was asleep. The man blinked and nodded, a curl of 
obsidian hair falling on his brow, as though it were second nature, 
she reached out and pushed it back, the warm skin of her hand grazing 
his cheek. 

It was a mistake. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pxem>She had touched him. She had touched his face.<em> 

Michael could only compare the sensation to being struck by 
lightning; running on pure instinct, the powerful muscles in his 
chest and abdomen flexed and pushed against his restraints. 

The nurse gasped and shot up from her chair. The straps across his 
chest and abdomen snapped, one by one. Michael rose up from the bed; 
he felt like a marble statue, finally coming to life. One tug of each 
arm and his hands were free. He looked down at them. 

_Free, powerful ... alive ._ 

With amazing speed, he undid the buckles of the straps around his 
legs . 

_I want to stand, I want to stand up..._ 

He swung his legs from under the coarse sheets and shivered as his 
feet touched the cold, tile floor. 

From across the room, a fragile voice called out. 

"Michael, don't! You'll fall!" 

It was too late. With enthusiasm that Michael had never known before, 
he pushed himself from the bed. His muscles, slowed and stiff from 
the drugs, clenched as he fell and landed on the hard ground. Sweet, 
forgotten pain spread through his shoulder and hip. 


7 . Chapter 7 

Minka only hesitated for a moment, before rushing to Michael's side. 
He had landed on his right shoulder; his cheek pressed against the 
linoleum, face hidden. She bent down, her whole body trembling, and 
gently touched his back. 

"Let me help you up and into bed, " The nurse whispered. Tears began 
pool in her eyes; she feared for her life. "Michael, please-" 



Before she could finish, a hand was at her throat. Helpless and 
frightened, Minka felt her conciousness slip away as she watched 
Michael rise from the floor, like a buried god. She tried to speak, 
but could only whimper. 

As her vision clouded, he looked into her eyes. 

Hanging from his iron hold, lost in his gaze, Minka fainted. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>I'm standing, standing ... higher and higher ... <em> 

Michael could _feel _the icy floor, could feel the muscles in his 
legs stretch and rip. His body, nearly petrified from years of 
stillness, protested each movement he made. 

Nothing could stop him, not even the pain. 

The pretty nurse was hanging from his grasp, wide eyes closed and 
body limp. 

_Kill her kill her kill her-_ 

With a low grunt, Michael let go of her elegant neck; she fell to the 
floor . 

No, she couldn't die yet. The nurse was his only chance at escaping 
the hospital. Thankfully, her struggle was quiet; the guard outside 
couldn't have heard. Michael looked to the clock that hung above the 
doorway. His body relaxed a bit; he wouldn't have to worry about the 
next shift arriving for another two hours. 

It left him plenty enough time to plan his liberation. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>"Michael, don ' t ... please don't, please-"<em> 

Minka woke with a start; panic consumed her immediately. She was on 
the bed, facing the wall. Michael had tied up her hands and feet. 
Petrified, she tried to call out for the guard, but there was a cloth 
of some sort stuffed in her mouth. 

_Helpless ._ 

The nurse cried softly, whimpering like a trapped rabbit, until she 
heard soft, bare footsteps approaching. 


8 . Chapter 8 

Michael was leaning against the door, still and alert when he heard 
the nurse come to. He watched her test the wire around her hands and 
feet, her body squirming and straining against her dress. 

Slowly, he came to the side of the bed. The girl's movement had 
stopped, and her crying was very quiet then. She was anticipating the 
final blow. 



_And how badly he wanted to give it to her, yet couldn't. _ 

Was it more than her usefulness that kept him from snapping her neck? 
She was essential to his escape but her hands were so _soft_, her 
eyes so _caring-_ 

Michael clenched his fists. He'd had enough deliberation, enough 
thinking for more than one lifetime. Quickly, he rushed to the 
nurse's desk and grabbed a piece of scrap paper and a pen. Leaning 
over the surface, using all his concentrat ion, he began to write in 
shaky lines and loops. When he finished, he went back over to the 
nurse and flipped her onto her back. She whimpered, face drenched in 
tears. Michael grabbed the back of her hair roughly and showed her 
the paper. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><emXstrong> ' act calm call guard or die.<strong> **>**_ 

Minka stared at the crude lettering, shocked. 

_He could write?_ 

Michael's fingers tightened in her hair. She sniffled and looked up 
to his face; it didn't show his rage or excitement, but the emotions 
rippled from him, gentle waves of feeling that lapped around her. His 
_eyes . . ._ 

She nodded slowly. 


9. Chapter 9 

With deft, elegant movements that were so unlike the rest of him, 
Michael untied the knotted wire from around the nurse's hands and 
feet. She was still, didn't struggle. 

_Such an obedient girl._ 

He waited for her to stand up, watched the way her small hands rubbed 
the bruises on her wrists. Her strawberry hair had unraveled, the 
curls falling across her shoulders. 

_He didn't want to notice these things. _ 

Violently, he grabbed the nurse's shoulder and brought her inches 
from his body, her legs unsteady like a newborn calf. He stared into 
her eyes and pressed a finger to her trembling lips, a warning. Her 
eyelashes fluttered, and he saw understanding in her light-brown 
gaze . 

Michael pulled her over to the door, then let go, moving into the 
dark corner. 

_So close, so close... _ 


The nurse looked at him, unsure and frightened. He nodded, signaling 
her to call the guard. 



"Guard, c-can you please open the door?" She called out, voice 
breaking . 


10. Chapter 10 

Minka couldn't hear her own voice, calling for the guard to come and 
unleash absolute Hell; her head pounded with blood, filling her ears 
with ringing and static. Her sweat was cold, beading at her temples, 
dripping down her collarbone. 

_If Michael kills him, it's her fault. All her fault. _ 

"Your shift doesn't end for another half hour, what is it?" The guard 
answered. He sounded annoyed. 

The nurse swallowed hard, feeling Michael's calculated stare. 

"I need to use the restroom, please." Behind the door, Minka heard 
him sigh, then footsteps. Keys jangling. 

_Oh God, please. _ 

The door opened, revealing the beefy guard. 

"Make it quick," He said gruffly. Minka stared at him, her mouth 
opening to speak, but she _couldn't; _her eyes moved to the shadow in 
the corner. 

Michael took it as a signal, and it began. 


1 1 . Chapter 1 1 

As Michael came up behind the guard, he remembered flashes of an old 
nature show; a lion leaping from the tall grass and clawing an 
unsuspecting zebra or gazelle. 

He _was_ a lion, a predator, feeling the inevitable euphoria of the 
kill before it had even happened. 

And as he took the man's thick neck in his hands, as he felt bone and 
cartilage snap and heard the blood splatter on the floor, a voice 
cried out his name. 

_"Michael, no ! "_ 

He didn't drop the guard until there was nothing left in his neck to 
break. Michael's hands fell to his sides, eyes staring down at the 
body . 

_His art. His trade. His nature... _ 
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><pxem>0h, god . . . no . <em> 

Minka watched it. Heard each crack and pop, saw the awful face of 
terror-ridden death on the guard. Worse yet, she watched Michael's 
face . 



_Nothing. Not a smile or a frown. Not even a flinch. _ 

The nurse looked at the man she had helped free. Blood dripped from 
his hands, the trickle slowing more and more with each bead. 

He met her eyes, and Minka was sure she would faint. 

"Don ' t ... hurt me," She whispered, tears renewed. Her fingers dug into 
her dress, nails scraping the skin. 

_Not like that. She didn't want to die like that._ 


12. Chapter 

12 

* *_AAAAHAHAHAHAHAHHHAHAHAHHAHAHAAHAHHAAHAHAHAHAAAA ahhhhhhh yes , 
enjoy the teases I give you._** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXem>He wasn't going to kill what he still needed. <em> 

Michael closed the door before he started towards the young nurse, to 
which she complimented with three steps back of her own. 

_She looked quite pretty when she was frightened. _ 

When the back of her legs hit the bed, she stopped. She was cornered. 
Michael closed the distance between them and roughly shoved her back; 
the nurse fell on the mattress and curled into a ball, whimpering. He 
trusted that she'd keep quiet while he prepared to leave his 
prison . 

Quickly, he moved to the guard, flipped him on his back and began 
undoing the buttons of his uniform. 

_If he moved through the hospital quickly, the blood would go 
unnoticed. _ 

The shirt came off, then the pants. Michael stood up and looked back 
at the girl; she peeked at him through her light curls, eyes 
questioning. Something came over him then. 

Holding her gaze, he lifted his hospital gown up and over his head. 
The nurse's eyes widened; he wore nothing underneath. 


13. Chapter 13 

He had taken the gown off slowly, deliberately. Staring at her, 
silently _begging _for a reaction. She couldn't even ask herself why 
Michael Myers would ever do something so... 

_Human ._ 


Minka turned away, stifling a squeal, and only looked back when she 
was sure he had donned the guard's uniform. 



The shirt had stretched to accommodate Michael's broad shoulders; a 
laminated name tag hung from the collar. 


_His name was Doug. Had been._ 

The pants were tight, and left his ankles exposed. The dark blue of 
the material hid the blood well. Minka knew his plan, but not her 
place in it. She wouldn't ask. 

She watched him squeeze the polished loafers on his feet. Standing 
still, he turned to her, his face not showing what his eyes nearly 
did . 

_Excitement . _ 

It terrified her. 

Michael walked to the bed and grabbed the front of her dress, pulling 
her off the mattress with little effort. She stumbled and fell, her 
knees meeting the floor hard. Wincing in pain, he dragged her over to 
the door. Minka 's body shook as his fingers wrapped around the door 
handle. He gripped her dress tighter, lifting her up, and gave her a 
questioning nod. He was asking if she understood. 

Minka hesitated, licked her lips nervously. 

She nodded and just like that, they were out of the room and rushing 
down the hall, side by side. 

_The Nurse and the murderer. _ 


14 . Chapter 14 

Michael knew the layout of the hospital incredibly well; every 
hallway, shortcut and door. He had spent each year at Smith's Grove 
planning his escape, and believed himself quite astounding for 
gathering such information. Little by little, never stopping. He'd 
taken a few maps out of the garbage when he was a child, detailing 
the building and grounds. Though ripped and stained, they had proven 
quite useful. Whatever the maps didn't tell him, idle staff 
conversation revealed. 

They were all f_ools_, careless with their words. In a way, they were 
all just as responsible as the little nurse. 

_The nurse. _ 

He guided her swiftly through the barren hospital by the arm; she was 
silent. From the corner of his eye, he could see her face bright with 
astonishment, her eyes looking around as though she had never been 
there before. 

_She was wondering how he knew his way._ 

The pair turned a corner sharply and continued down a dim hallway. 
Thankfully, they were ground level and wouldn't have to worry about 
the stairs. 

_Close, close. Almost there... _ 



Another turn and they were there. At the end of the hallway, above a 
metal door, a crimson sign read 'FIRE EXIT'. Just weeks ago, Michael 
had heard that wretched doctor nagging the guard on duty. 

_"Michael Myer's room is on this floor, don't you understand?! Right 
down that hallway, an unarmed door leading right to the world outside 
this place? ! 

The Smith's Grove's security department had a penchant for being lazy 
and slow, which favored him. With just a bit of luck, the door would 
still have a broken alarm. 

Michael ran to the exit, the girl trying to keep up behind him. He 
reached for the bar, then stopped and drew back. 

_He wanted to remember the smell; remember the cold air, the harsh 
lights ._ 

Michael Myers took in a deep breath and closed his eyes, allowing his 
senses to be imprinted by his _old_ home. 

He was ready; then he looked at the nurse and realized that he wanted 
to remember her as well. The desire was unsettling. 

"Don't take me with you," She whispered, chocolate eyes pleading. He 
looked at her, and noticed the little name tag on her dress; _Minka 
Krevit z ._ 

With _Minka's_ arm trapped in his iron grip, Michael pushed the door 
open . 

Their departure was silent. 


15. Chapter 15 

It was damp outside, as if it had just rained. 

Michael's room didn't have a window; he hadn't heard rainfall in more 
than 15 years. 

He knew that time was of the essence, and that his escape would be 
discovered in a matter of minutes, but couldn't help but walk slowly 
and cautiously. 

_Eresh air, trees and clouds and crickets..._ 

It was as if he'd never heard or saw or felt such things before. He 
was a toddler, everything new and undiscovered and _amazing._ 

Beside him, the nurse stared at his face, his _eyes. _Minka had seen 
what no one ever had; his emotions. It made him feel naked, weak. It 
gave him good reason to murder her right where she stood, but he 
wasn't free yet, and she was still valuable. 

Avoiding the light posts that lined the perimeter of the building, 
Michael lead them to the parking lot; five or six cars were parked, 
no one in sight. He crouched, tugging the nurse down with him, and 
started towards the lot. 



"Michael, I don't drive," Minka squeaked as they approached a tan 
Station Wagon. 

He _nearly _laughed out loud. 

_Just a silly girl. _ 

Sneaking up to the car, Michael produced a set of keys from the 
guard's pockets. 
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><p>Minka, cold and faint, watched him pick out the car key from the 
ring . <p> 

_How did he know where to go, which car?_ 

Michael unlocked the door and shoved her in without warning, pushing 
her over the middle console and into the passenger's seat. She pulled 
her legs up to her chest and cradled herself, head resting against 
the frosty window as he slipped behind the wheel and closed the door 
quietly . 

Without looking at her, Michael put the key into the ignition, the 
car growling to life. 

_Did he know how to..._ 

Like a seasoned driver, he pulled out of the parking space and turned 
left. They were headed towards the gate. 

_Two guards were always on duty at the gate! Michael wouldn't be able 
to fool them and it would all end!_ 

Minka kept her eyes forward, and saw the entrance; coils of barbed 
wire lined the top of the gate and surrounding fence. A little shack 
sat to the right; the guards were posted there. Going in or out 
required identification. 

_Michael certainly wasn't the portly, balding Doug._ 

The car came to a halt, and she looked over to her kidnapper. His 
hands tightened around the wheel, making the plastic 
creak . 

"Michael-" 

His foot stomped on the gas pedal. Minka felt her dinner trying to 
crawl up her throat as they were sent forward. She watched the gate's 
approach, and heard herself scream as the Station Wagon collided with 
hard metal. Her body was thrown against the 
dashboard . 

_Blackness ._ 


16. Chapter 16 

"Will you ever speak again, Michael?" 



_He looked at her, once again knocking the breath from her lungs with 
a single glance. _ 

_"To you, yes._" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Minka opened her eyes and nearly replied, but the ache in her 
temple and the hot pain throbbing in her chest made the dream 
dissipate quickly. Moaning, she lifted her head from the car window 
and looked out . <p> 

_Moving, they were still moving. _ 

To her left, Michael drove on; his posture was perfect, robotic even. 
The nurse brought a hand to the side of her head and felt something 
warm and sticky. 

_Blood. _ 

She rubbed her chest, no doubt bruised horribly from the impact; 
Michael appeared uninjured. His curly, obsidian hair was messy, and 
the right sleeve of the uniform was ripped. 

Minka didn't want to know how bad she looked, how much blood was 
matted in her hair, how serious the injuries were. 

"Where are you taking us?" She asked softly. 

_Had she really expected a reply?_ 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>As he drove, Michael ref lected . <p> 

_One man's trash was truly another man's treasure. _ 

Along with the maps he had snuck out of the garbage was a state 
driver's manual. Before being drugged and strapped to a bed every 
hour of every day, he had read it through at least a few dozen 
times . 

_It had all been so easy. _ 

His escape had been inevitable, a matter of time. All he had needed 
was a _chance . _ 

Minka had been that chance . Never would he have thought the most 
deciding factor of it all would come in the form a kind, little 
nurse. The other women in white were indifferent, cruel 
even . 

_"Where are you taking us?"_ 

Michael pulled over to the side of the road, coming to a stop; he 
looked to Minka. 


There was so much blood in her light, strawberry hair. 



He brought a finger up to his lips, eyes burning into her. The nurse 
sniffled and nodded her head slowly. Michael pulled into the road and 
continued on. 

_He never would have thought. _ 


17 . Chapter 17 

Eventually, the nurse fell back into a troubled sleep, whimpering now 
and then. 

_Michael was no stranger to nightmares. _ 

His hands tightened around the wheel; he needed a reason to keep her 
with him. 

_And he hated himself for it. _ 

Approaching it from a cold, logical angle, Minka was simply the 
perfect hostage. She had seen what he was capable of, and her fear 
kept her in check. He wouldn't have to worry about heroics. 

His face was going to be on televisions state-wide; he was going to 
need someone to fill the car, and soon. 

Of course there were reasons. Her usefulness had not run out. 

_He would keep telling himself that._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Minka's eyes opened slowly as a rough hand shook grasped her 
shoulder . <p> 

"Michael?" The nurse said, voice groggy and dry. She lifted her head 
and looked out the window; it was dawn. Pink clouds shifted above the 
horizon, casting gentle light on the grassy countryside of Illinois. 
In the distance, a small building interrupted the rural 
landscape . 

_A gas station. _ 

"I haven't any money." Michael pulled his hand away and looked at 
her. Minka felt her heart begin to race wildly in her chest. 

_He was smiling. _ 

It was faint, barely noticable, but there was no mistaking the slight 
curl of his lips, the twinkle of amusement in his blue eyes. 

She stared, and kept staring, even as he turned away. She stared 
until they were only a moment from the gas station. It was a brick 
building, small and decrepit; two gas pumps sat in the front, two 
cars in the parking lot. A blue, flickering 'open' sign hung crooked 
from the screen door. 

"Michael, th-the blood in my hair, " Minka whispered shakily; Michael 
ignored her, pulling up next to the nearest pump. He began to feel 
around in the guard's pockets, and pulled out a worn leather 



wallet . 


_Who was he? How did he become so resourceful, so smart?_ 

Michael held out the wallet, nodding towards the building. She shook 
her head, adrenaline bursting in the pit of her stomach. 

"They'll know." 

His hand shot out and gathered a fistful of her hair, pushing her 
against the door. Gasping, she grabbed his hand and tried to pull him 
of f . 

"Alright! I'll go, just stop, please!" She begged. Slowly, Michael's 
body relaxed and he let go, slipping from beneath her hand. 

_His skin was warm, soft. _ 

The nurse wiped away the tears from her cheeks and clasped the door 
handle . 

_She needed to think of an explanation for her appearance and 
fast ._ 

Slowly, she stepped out of the Station Wagon, closing the door 
gently. Her skin broke out in goosebumps as it met the chilly morning 
air. She started towards the building. 

Old, faded cigarette ads were taped to the inside of the storefront 
windows; the panes were dusty, cracked in some places. When she 
reached the door, Minka looked back at the car. 

_Michael was watching her, of course. _ 

She quickly turned away, and forced herself to smile as she opened 
the door. A small bell above the entrance alerted the store of her 
arrival . 

The screen closed behind her roughly, making the nurse jump. She eyed 
the store. 

Metal shelves and racks, stocked with food and convenience items, 
lined the walls. The radio played through a single, static-filled 
speaker that was duck taped in a corner of the ceiling. 

_Fear gripped her. _ 

She spotted two men, one she assumed to to be the cashier and the 
other leaning against the front of the counter; they were talking, 
seemingly unaware of her. Nervously, she tucked her hair back and 
approached them. 

"My cousin told me this morning that the loony bin about 40 or so 
miles from here had some bad trouble last night. Hear anything 'bout 
it?" The cashier said, voice laced with a southern drawl. The 
customer let out a deep, bubbly chuckle. 

"Your cousin once told me he toured with The Doors years ago. That 
monkey is a compulsive li-" 



"Excuse me?" Minka squeaked. The men turned to her. 

The cashier looked to be in his 50 's, his face tanned and deeply 
lined; the customer was a bit younger, thinner, with a gaunt face and 
cold eyes. A brass star was pinned to his shirt. 

_Police. _ 


18. Chapter 18 

"Young lady, what in the world _happened_ to you?" The policeman 
asked, taking a step towards her. Minka swallowed and gave a little 
shrug . 

"Oh, I'm fine. Just a scratch, really. I lost control of my car when 
I left w-work, " She tried to explain, touching her temple. "I think I 
hit the steering wheel when I drove into the ditch, but it was all 
very fast. A man pulled over to help me and got a hold of a towing 
company . " 

The policeman nodded as she spoke, eyes probing and 
calculat ing . 

"Stopped in for gas and a Band-Aid, " She added. 

"You were lucky, miss," He said, studying her hair. He looked down at 
her dress. 

"You're a nurse, huh? Where do you work?" Minka 's blood ran cold; 
like a deer in a bright headlight, she stared at him, her mind 
scrambling to find an answer, a way out of the conversation. 

"Oh, this isn't m-mine, the man gave it to me to wear. My clothes 
w-were bloody. Must be his ... wife ' s . " She noticed that_ he_ noticed 
her white sneakers, but he said nothing. 

"Quite a morning. Go on, get your gas and get yourself to a doctor." 
Minka nodded and smiled. 

"Yes, I'll do that." She opened the leather wallet and pulled out a 
twenty, giving it to the cashier with shaking hands. 

"Alrighty, 20 on the pump, " he said under his breath, and reached 
under the counter, producing a box of bandages. "On the house." Minka 
took the box. 

"Thank you very much." 

Without another word, she turned on her heels and walked out of the 
store hurriedly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Detective Christianson watched the young lady fill the car with 
fumbling hands, as if she had never done such a thing before, then 
slide into the passenger's seat of her knight's car. They drove off 
too quick for him to get a clear view of the driver. <p> 


He turned to his old friend and shook his head. 



"Pretty little thing, but a terrible liar. 
"Oh, yeah? 

" Yeah ... forgot to take her name tag off." 


19. Chapter 19 

Minka trembled as they tore out of the parking lot. 

_The cop must have known she was lying. She'd never been very good at 
it . _ 

When they were a good distance away from the gas station, she turned 
to Michael. 

"There was a cop in the store. He a-asked questions and I-I lied 
but-" 

The Station wagon came to a violent stop, throwing Minka forward yet 
again. Her kidnapper barely even moved. Scared and hurt, she put her 
hands in front of her face. 

"Michael, please! I told you, I lied, I-I said nothing of you!" She 
cried, peeking through her fingers. "I lied but he looked so 
suspicious ..." 

_Why did she tell him? Wouldn't it be in her favor to keep quiet, to 
make him think that half the cops in the state weren't about to be on 
his tail?_ 

Michael stared at her face, then dropped his gaze. When his hand 
slowly reached out, she flinched. 

The tips of his fingers touched her name tag gently, and Minka 
lowered her hands. 

_0h God, no._ 

The nurse tensed, inhaled sharply, preparing for his anger; Michael 
looked up, eyes strangely calm. 

_He looked ... sad ._ 
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><p>A stupid, <em>f oolish<em> mistake. He should have noticed 
it . 

_The girl was blinding him._ 

Being found out was inevitable, of course, but the hammer would fall 
quicker than he had originally thought. Not only that, but suspicion 
was going to fall on Minka. 

_That was what bothered him more than anything. _ 

Remaining calm, Michael began to rifle through the middle console. 



The nurse watched him; she was crying again. 

He found a small memo pad and a stubby pencil, riddled with bite 
marks. Awkwardly, he began to write, then held it out to Minka. 
Hesitantly, she took the pad. 
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><pXstrong> ' Why lie ' . <strong> 

She bit her lip hard enough to draw blood. 

_Why indeed?_ 

The nurse glanced up at Michael, his aristocratic features sharp in 
the light of the sun. Her stomach turned, a sensation dangerously 
close to butterflies. 

_Fear. It was only fear._ 

"Because I was afraid... of what you w-would do to me if I 
didn't." 

Both of them stared at the other in silence, each trying to convey a 
completely different message. A long sigh left Michael as he resumed 
driving . 


20. Chapter 20 


Michael drove for hours. By noon, the sky was filled with purple, 
rain-laden clouds; it was true Autumn. They'd passed through a few 
small towns, which made Minka nearly break down from anxiety, and 
boundless farmland. 


_Where was his final destination? _ 

The nurse shifted in her seat every few minutes, not able to get 
comfortable, every position painful. All she wanted to do was sleep_. 


_And then wake from the nightmare. _ 

Michael grabbed her leg roughly, ripping her from the terrifying 
thoughts looping in her mind. Minka sniffled, pushing herself away 
from him. 

"What is it?" She asked quietly, voice hoarse. Michael let go of her 
leg and pointed ahead. She looked out the window and saw a large, 
green sign. When they were close enough, she read it 
aloud . 

"Haddonf ield? 15 miles..." 

Michael gave a small nod, speeding up. He was in a hurry. A chill ran 
through her. 


What was in Haddonfield? 



><p>Michael had been planning his return for so long, so <em>very<em> 
long . 


Nothing could stop him, and anyone who dared to stand in his way 
would share the same fate as the guard. 

_Did that include Minka?_ 

No. He would hide her, lock her away while he unleashed all the years 
of anger. He didn't want-... need to hurt her. 

Adrenaline exploded deep inside him. 

_Halloween was to be his night. He would never let them 
forget ._ 


2 1 . Chapter 2 1 

They arrived in Haddonfield with the twilight, two phantoms with an 
unknown agenda. 

_Unknown to her, at least. _ 

It wasn't until Minka saw children in costumes, running door to door, 
that she realized it was Halloween night. 

She'd read Michael's file back at Smith's Grove, after the staff had 
told her the stories. He'd murdered them on Halloween night, 

in . . . 

_Haddonf ield . His home town. _ 

The nurse hugged herself, trying to still her trembling as Micheal 
brought them up and down each street. Anyone could see it was a 
family oriented community, quiet and calm. The 'downtown' area was 
made up of small convenience stores, a little diner and a movie 
theater. Minka remembered passing a small hospital barely five miles 
from the town. 

_How did someone like him come from a place like this?_ 

Minka didn't want anything to do with it. She didn't want to be a 
pawn in his game, but what choice did she have? 

"Michael, what are you going to do?" She asked timidly. Looking over 
to him; no reply. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>When the sun had finally disappeared, and the children along with 
it, Michael pulled up against the curb and turned off the 
engine . <p> 

The neighborhood he had chosen looked like all the rest; clean 
sidewalks, landscaped yards and well-kept houses. 

_A11 except one._ 



It sat directly to her right, white paint chipped and the yard 
overgrown. Something about it filled the nurse with dread and 
hopelessness . 

"That's y-your home, isn't it?" 

Michael nodded, his eyes catching the murky glow of the street lamps. 
They captivated her. 

Her kidnapper pointed to the passenger door, once again bringing a 
finger to his lips. 

"Alright, " Minka whispered. They both stepped out of the car; Michael 
quickly came around to her side and grabbed her hand, leading her to 
the house. He stopped in front of the porch and looked up to the 
front door, then continued around the left side, searching for an 
alternate entrance. Minka felt the overgrown brush tickle and scratch 
her legs through her tights. 

When they turned into the backyard, her foot caught on a rock; the 
nurse went tumbling forward with a shriek of pain, but a strong arm 
caught her around her midsection. 

Minka looked up to his face, hidden in shadows, his silhouette strong 
and daunting. 

In that moment, she felt herself flood with emotion; emotion towards 
him. Pity, anger, intrigue, _adoration_. . . 

_She would never forgive herself for it._ 

Holding his arm for support, Minka was lead to a ground-level window, 
the glass shattered and gone. Without warning, Michael hoisted her up 
by the waist; she carefully crawled inside, tumbling onto a carpet. 
Her kidnapper followed, maneuvering through the window with little 
effort and landing on his feet. 

Minka went to stand up, but her ankle wouldn't have it, and she 
immediately fell back down. 

"M-my ankle..." The nurse touched it, the muscles already 
swelling . 

Without a second thought, her kidnapper reached down and picked her 
up, like a bride. Minka felt every inch of her body tense, her eyes 
wide as he carried her though what appeared to be the living room and 
down a small hallway. It was too dark to see much of anything, except 
outlines of the furniture. The air was heavy, musty. 

_What was Michael thinking, seeing all this for the first time in 15 
years ?_ 

The nurse felt herself being jostled back and forth as they went up a 
flight of stairs. It was darker on the second floor; Minka couldn't 
see anything. 

They came into a room and stopped. She took in a deep breath, unable 
to guess what he was going to do next. 

Slowly, _gently_, he lowered her onto something soft. 



A bed. 


She sat still and silent, watching his figure move around to the far 
wall. There was a loud cracking sound, and a stream of light came 
through the room; he'd ripped a board from the window. Minka's 
attention turned to her surroundings. 

The room was small; the walls were painted blue, but the color had 
faded over the years. A small dresser was nestled in the corner, next 
to a closet door. She looked down at the bed she sat on. 

The blanket was thick, and through the layer of dust and debris, she 
could see a pattern of colorful planets and stars. 

_A child's room?_ 

She looked over to Michael, who was rummaging in his pockets. 

_His room. _ 

For whatever reason, the realization filled her with heartache. 

"I like y-your room," She said quietly, a faint smile playing across 
her lips. Michael walked over to the bed and held out his hand, which 
she took; he helped her up, looking into her round eyes. The nurse 
felt something in her hand. 

He let go, and the nurse tilted the note he'd given her towards the 
light . 

**'you have to stay here'** 

She bit her lip, scared. 

"Why? I... I don't understand." Michael took her wrist and brought her 
over to the closet door; Minka's heart began to race. 

"No! Please, don't put me in there! Michael, please!" She pleaded, 
tugging away from him. He opened the door, scanned the inside, then 
pushed the struggling girl in. 

Minka fell to the floor, crying and whimpering, terror blurring the 
lines she knew she shouldn't cross. Her small hand reached out and 
gripped the material of his pants. 

"Please, please..." 

To her shock, Michael kneeled down, pulled her hand from his leg and 
_held it. _The nurse couldn't breath. His stormy eyes stared back at 
her, shining brightly, telling her things that he couldn't 
say . 

"What are you going to do?" He squeezed her hand, then let go and 
stood up, closing the door quickly. Minka heard the lock click into 
place, heard him push something up against it as an extra measure. 

His footsteps drifted off, faded, and then silence. 

She knew he was going to do horrible things. No one in Haddonfield 
was safe. She knew, but was powerless to stop it. 



Curling up in the little space she had, Minka cried. 


22 . Chapter 22 

Michael Myers rushed out of the room,_ his _room_; _heart thumping 
rapidly, fogging his vision, distracting and smothering out the 
oncoming pleasure of his slaughter, his _revenge_. 

Minka was, sooner or later, going to be the death of him. 

Years of planning, years of wait ing ... why wasn't he already on the 
streets, stalking his most important soon-to-be victim? How badly he 
had wanted to destroy her, destroy the whole fucking town; instead, 
his agile mind was diseased and weak, drowning in worry. 

_The little nurse, with her strawberry curls and innocent eyes, now 
locked away in a dirty closet. _ 

Michael reached the bottom of the stairs and looked back up. 

_She would be safe, from whatever was going to happen that 
night ._ 

Realizing that gave him enough momentum to leave the house, slipping 
out of the window like a serpent. 

He became hyper-aware of his face as the night air enveloped him; 
another flashback came on, from the night it had happened. 

_Exactly fifteen years ago._ _Wearing that mask had made him feel as 
though he were watching himself kill them; an almost innocent 
bystander. He remembered his breath being pushed back against his 
face, creating uncomfortable condensation inside the mask, wetting 
his lips._ 

Michael walked back to the Station Wagon. He needed a change of 
clothes, a weapon... and a mask. 

_Nichol ' s Hardware Store. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Minka heard the car start and drive off, Michael Myers at the 
wheel. It made her cry even harder. <p> 

She didn't know what to think, what to feel. It was all so black and 
white one moment, a muddled pool of grey the next. 

Like Michael; he could strike such crippling fear in her, and with a 
single glance, make her forget and forgive all he had done. She 
sensed that, just as an inner battle waged inside her. Something 
similar was happening to Michael. 

_To kill her, or not to kill her. _ 

Minka swallowed, wiping away her tears angrily. 

It took the events of the last day and night for her to realize that 



she wasn't the good soul she believed herself to be. How could she 
be? By law, she should hate him effortlessly. 

_Instead, she found herself fearing for his life. _ 


23. Chapter 23 

Michael Myers took of his clothes quickly, changing into a mechanic's 
suit that he'd found in the back office of the store. No alarm had 
gone off when he'd initially broken in, but someone was bound to 
notice the shattered glass soon. 

He zipped the suit up to his neck and walked out on the sales floor 
and grabbed a cutlery set from a nearby end cap. 

_Perfect . _ 

He ripped open the thick plastic packaging and took out the largest 
knife, letting the rest fall to the floor. He gripped the handle, 
admired the blade; he could see his reflection in the steel and 
behind him, a small display of Halloween masks. He turned around and 
_immediately_ chose. 

It was a white, expressionless face, made of smooth rubber and topped 
with stringy brown hair. 

_Emot ionless . _ 

He knew it was a defining moment. He knew when he slipped the mask 
on, it had become a part of him. 

_Forever. 

■ was time to pay his sister a visit. 
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><p>It was impossible for Minka to keep track of time; each second in 
the closet felt like an hour. Not knowing what he was going to do, 
not knowing if he'd ever come back.<p> 

_What if no one ever found her? _ 

Her stomach rumbled. She hadn't eaten in so _long, _hadn't even had a 
glass of water since before her shift with Michael had begun. Every 
muscle ached, stuck in the same cramped position for too long. 

The physical pain, the nurse could handle. 

But not the feeling of emptiness that had settled in her heart as 
soon as he'd left. 

_Her heart was breaking and she couldn't understand why._ 

Minka closed her eyes, images of Michael flashing in the dark, of how 
he looked when she first saw him; powerful body strapped to the bed, 
his handsome face peaceful in sleep. 

When he'd first opened his eyes and caught her touching his 



hand . 


_Why had she done that? Why didn't she fight him every step of the 
way to Haddonfield? _ 

He'd killed a man, an innocent man. Right in front of her, crushed 
his neck with one hand. She couldn't imagine what he had in store for 
the people of Haddonfield. By the strictest definition, he was a 
monster . . . 

_And Minka had been captured the moment they'd met. _ 


24 . Chapter 24 

Minka slept for hours. Cries of terror and gunshots faded in and out 
of her dreams, but weren't enough to wake the exhausted girl. 

Then the closet door opened quietly, and her eyes fluttered open. 
Immediately, she sensed something was very wrong. 

The thick, coppery scent of blood flooded the closet, and she looked 
up to the tall figure in the doorway. 

"Michael...?" She whimpered, pushing her back against the wall. 

_Why was his face so pale?_ 

The figure kneeled in front of her, breathing heavily, and grabbed 
her wrist; she tried pulling away. 

"Why do you smell like blood?" Minka squeaked as he pulled her out of 
the closet and helped her up. The muscles in her knees tightened, and 
she hissed in pain. "H-how long have you been gone?" 

She nearly screamed when the light from the window hit his face. 

_He was wearing a mask. _ 

Not only that, the unfamiliar clothes he wore were covered in blood 
and torn around his chest; he was hunched forward, as if in 
pain . 

"Oh, God... what h-" 

Police sirens cut her off, far off but rising in volume. Michael 
began to pull her towards the door. 

_They were in danger. _ 


25. Chapter 25 

_There was so much blood, he couldn't tell if it was his own 

or . . ._ 

It didn't matter. Survival was the only thing Michael could afford to 
think about. The police were coming, for him and certainly for anyone 
they believed to be aiding him. 



If he really didn't want to see Minka hurt, he could just leave her 
in his house. She would be found eventually, and free of 
suspicion . 

_He couldn't. Not after all that had happened. _ 

His sister had gotten away, all because of Loomis. He'd killed her 
friends, one by one, specifically to terrify her. He'd wanted her to 
know that she was next . 

_Then the bullet flew through the air. Time slowed, then sped up as 
the burning metal hit him right in the chest. The pain was 
incomparable. _ 

Shocked and dazed, he fell through the second-story window, Loomis 
watching him with a look of triumph spread across his round face. 

He'd nearly screamed when his back met the hard ground, and managed 
to get on his feet and sprint down the street to his old home. 

_Why wasn't he dead? Any other man wouldn't have survived such a 
wound, or a fall like that. _ 

His hand tightened around the nurse's wrist as he lead her out of the 
room and down the stairs; it was clear that her ankle still hurt, 
each step taking a second too long. She asked question after 
question, the tone of her voice letting him know just how scared she 
was . 

"Are you hurt?" She whispered, before Michael picked her up and 
helped her out the window, then leapt out himself. His chest burned 
with every moment, his clothes soaking up more and more blood. 

_The sirens. They couldn't be more than a block away. _ 

As quickly as he could will himself, the girl in hand, Michael ran to 
the front of the house. He needed to find a new vehicle. 

That's right! The one girl, Annie, had a car. He knew the keys still 
hung from the ignition. If they ran through the backyard, they could 
make it there before the police arrived. 


26. Chapter 26 

"Michael, where are we going?" Minka rasped, trying to keep with him 
as he zigzagged between houses; her wrist felt like it was about to 
pop from the socket, and her ankle was slowing them down. 

Behind them, blue and red lights flashed and sirens wailed; urgent, 
scared voices spoke over radios. Michael picked up his pace without 
warning and she fell on the damp grass; she opened her mouth to cry 
out, but a large hand clamped it shut before she could. 

Like before, her kidnapper picked her up from the ground and 
continued on; Minka clung to him, ignoring the blood and the horrid 
mask. She tucked her face in his neck. 

_She didn't want to see them coming. She didn't want to see the 
inevitable spray of bullets. _ 



Finally, the nurse could hear Michael's shoes land on cement, then 
his right hand left her back and opened a door. 

_A car!_ 

She opened her eyes as he placed her on the seat, allowing her time 
to crawl over the middle console before sliding in and slamming the 
door. He started the car and began to back out of the long 
driveway . 

_How had he known where the car was, that the keys would be in the 
ignition? _ 

Minka shivered. 

_He must have killed the owner. _ 

She pressed herself against the plush seat, hoping to sink in and 
disappear. Michael brought the car into the street and accelerated 
slowly . 

And just like that, blinding light filled the car; noise came from 
all direction. Minka threw her hands in front of her face, screaming. 
Above it all, a voice cried out over a megaphone. 

"Stop the car! Now, Michael, or they'll shoot!" She immediately 
recognized the voice; it was Loomis. Minka couldn't help but begin to 
cry. She looked over to Michael. 

"They'll kill us . . . " 

"Michael, let her go! Don't do this, just let her exit the vehicle!" 
The nurse's eyes widened. 

_They knew she was with him! _ 

Without thinking, she reached for the handle; Michael grabbed her 
hair violently and pulled her towards him. Through the mask, she 
could see his blue eyes darken with anger. The voice of God spoke 
again . 

"Their guns are on _you, _Michael, and they will shoot. Turn the car 
off! " 

Minka blinked, finally able to see what looked like the entire 
Haddonfield police force spread around them. Among the men with guns 
stood Dr. Loomis. 

A hand gripped her leg, and the nurse turned to see Michael staring 
at her. 

_Something terrible was going to happen. _ 

The car lurched forward before taking off towards a small margin of 
space between two cruisers. It sounded like a thousand men all cried 
out at once, but the only word she could make out was 
_"Fire ! " ._ 


"No!" She screamed, as the triggers were pulled and a hundred bullets 
came towards them. It didn't slow Michael down; they sped on, causing 



the men in front of them to dive for the ground. 


They drove through the veil of gunfire, flying down the street, 
taking seemingly random turns until they were on a highway. 

It took Minka a few moments to come down from the adrenaline high and 
notice the dull ache in her side. Confused, she touched a hand to the 
area just below her ribs. Warm blood gushed onto her 
fingers . 

"M-Michael ..." 

The nurse fell to the side. 


27 . Chapter 27 

When Michael saw the front of the nurse's dress, soaked crimson red, 
his own injuries became mere paper cuts. 

_No, no . . ._ 

He couldn't afford to stop or even slow down; he needed distance 
between them and the police. There wasn't enough _time _to help 
her . 

Keeping the car at a steady 75 miles per hour and his left hand 
around the wheel, Michael reached over and shook the girl's shoulder; 
she remained unconscious. 

Knowing that he didn't have any other choice, Michael pulled over. 
There wasn't much light, but he would do his best to at least stop 
the bleeding. 

He tore the bottom of Minka 's dress up to the middle of her thigh. He 
had to tug it out from under her, and the sudden movement made her 
moan in pain. 

Michael began to sweat behind his mask. 

With trembling hands, he unbuttoned the nurse's dress, from the top 
and then down _and down again. _ 

He needed to go faster, but something was making his movements clumsy 
and mind sluggish; he felt warm, sensitive. 

He parted the fabric slowly, revealing Minka 's white bra and damp 
skin; just above her left hip was a gunshot wound. Michael pulled her 
forward to look at her back; the bullet had passed through her. 
Quickly, he slid the dress off her soft shoulders. 

_Very soft._ 

Michael lifted her naked back from the seat and began to wrap her 
midsection with the ripped cloth; it reached around her twice, then 
he knotted it as tight as he could. The pressure made her cry out for 
him to stop. 

He touched her forehead gently, trying to comfort her, pushing back 
her pretty hair. He looked at her face and realized that she was the 



most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. 


"I should hate you for... doing this to me," She whispered softly, 
eyes closed, "but I don't." Michael pulled her dress together, 
fingers grazing her stomach on _complete accident, _and returned to 
the wheel. 

He was exhausted, hungry, hurt; his body hummed with an odd, heavy 
feeling . 

None of it mattered, and there was no reason to reflect on what had 
just happened; at least, not yet. Minka needed medical treatment, 
food, a bed. 

_Where were they going to go? _ 

Michael looked at the nurse; she'd fallen asleep again. 

He could evade the police a while longer. Long enough to figure 
something out. 


28. Chapter 28 

_"Don't hate me, don't. Everyone else can hate me, but not 
you . 

_Minka smiled at the man lying next to her, his electric eyes shining 
in the cool moonlight. _ 

_"I don't. I never will. " _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Minka woke with a gasp; immediately greeted by pain, she opened 
her eyes to see Michael staring at her from the behind the wheel. The 
car wasn't in motion, and it was still nighttime . <p> 

The nurse tried to move, but her whole body stiffened in protest. She 

hissed between her teeth, the pain shocking her with it's intensity. 
Michael scooted closer to her and touched her cheek, moving his thumb 
back and forth against her heated skin. If the circumstances were 
different, Minka would have moved away from the touch. But they 

weren't, and she found herself leaning into it. She looked away from 

him, trying to see where they were parked. 

The silhouettes of trees surrounded the car. It looked like Michael 
had driven straight into a patch of woods. She didn't hear any sirens 
or cars, and felt herself relax a bit. They were safe. 

_Safe, but hungry and riddled with bullets. _ 

"W-Wisconsin, " She croaked, looking up at Michael. He cocked his 
head, like a confused puppy. Her tongue swiped at her dry lips. "My 
parent s ... they own a-" She paused, the wound in her side burning and 
burning . 

_She needed to be strong. _ 

"They own a cabin in Wisconsin, right on the lake. Saf e ... there . " 



Minka felt tears rising. "Hurry." She closed her eyes and felt sleep 
claim her mercifully. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Michael stared at the sleeping girl.<p> 

She hadn't told him where the cabin was, how to get there, or how 
they were going to make it across a state border. He needed gas, a 
map . 

His hand slipped from her cheek, and a feeling of loss washed over 
him. He wanted her to stay awake with him, to assure him that 
everything was going to be okay. She'd already been asleep for so 
long, leaving him with too much time to think on everything that had 
happened in the past 24 hours. 

No remorse for the four people he had murdered, but for what he had 
put Minka through. 

_She was so small, so fragile. How was she still alive? Why was she 
concerned for his safety?_ 

Frustrated, he ripped off the mask and ran a hand through his hair. 
Too many questions, and more popping up with each passing 
second . 

_Why was he the way he was?_ 

Michael started the car and began to back out of the woods. He'd have 
to find another vehicle; the bullet holes would most certainly draw 
unwanted attention. 

The next gas station couldn't be far off. The nurse was in no 
position to cover for him, so he would have to get everything 
himself. That meant no mask, and it meant no killing. Cover his 
tracks, instead of make more. 


29. Chapter 29 

In the dim, murky light of a particularly cloudy dawn, a red Ford 
Pinto sped down the highway. 

The man at the wheel trembled with rage, adrenaline. More blood had 
been added to his clothes; a macabre splatter-painting on two legs. 
Michael's mask sat in his lap, staring up at him with what he 
perceived as a disgusted expression. 

_Everything would have been fine if the cashier hadn't opened his 
fucking mouth. He'd almost behaved. _ 
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><pXem>Michael pulled into a truck stop not long after leaving the 
woods, taking care to park far away so that Minka went unnoticed. His 
dirty, stained clothes were a problem but Michael was able to think 
of the perfect excuse; he pulled out the notepad and scribbled 
something down quickly, then glanced over to Minka before getting out 
of the car.<em> 



_It was just after three in the morning; the truck stop was nearly 
empty. Moving fast and steady, Michael walked into the store and 
immediately found the convenience isle. He grabbed two bottles of 
aspirin and a little first aid kit, then made a beeline to the 
register ._ 

_The cashier was burly, wearing a pair of faded overalls and blue 
t-shirt underneath. His long, grey hair was pulled back, his white 
beard reaching his chest. He didn't notice Michael... _ 

_His eyes were glued to the television mounted in a corner. On the 
screen, a news anchor stood outside an all-too-f amiliar house, 
talking into a microphone. _ 

_"...Pure carnage this Halloween night in Haddonfield, Illinois. We 
just received confirmation from the police that the suspect is 
twenty-one year old Michael Myers. Myers escaped The Smith's Grove 
Warren County Sanitarium in the early morning hours of October 31st, 
killing a security guard in the process. He is believed to have taken 
the nurse on duty, Minka Krevits, as hostage. State troopers are 
being dispatched to set up roadblocks around the area. As I stand 
here, the death toll is rising. First responders have discovered 
three victims so far, some with ten or more stab wounds. Portraits of 
Michael Myers and the hostage will be circulating our network within 
minutes . . . "_ 

_Michael reached into his pocket, his hand clammy and shaking, and 
cleared his throat. The cashier glanced over to him, then resumed 
watching the television. _ 

_"What'll it be?" He mumbled, scratching his beard. Michael tapped 
the counter and set the note down. The cashier looked at him again. 


_A long, hard look. _ 

_He plucked the note from the counter. _ 

_"So . . . you ' re a deaf-mute, and... a hunter, and... you were checking 
your traps." He chuckled, shrugging his shoulders. "Glad you 
explained before I could ask! Say, can you read lips?" Michael gave a 
small nod. _ 

_"Really should change those clothes, son. People are gonna think you 
had something to do with all that nasty business, " He pointed to the 
television. Michael's cold eyes narrowed, his hands curling into 
fists. _ 

_Before he could stop himself, he grabbed the cashier by the collar 
and brought his head down on the plastic surface; again and again, as 
hard as he could, until the man's skull cracked. _ 

_The blood was everywhere. _ 

_Michael let go of his collar, the body hitting the floor with a loud 
thud. Quickly, he snatched a map from a stack of brochures and the 
medical supplies from the counter. _ 

_He ran outside and spotted a red Pinto parked close to the building; 



it must have been the cashiers. Luckily, the door was unlocked and 
the keys stashed in the sun visor. The car started up with a terrible 
screech, then purred. Michael drove it to the other side of the 
parking lot and stopped next to Annie's car._ 

_Minka was still slumped against the door, her breathing quick and 
shallow. He opened her door and slipped a hand behind her back, the 
other beneath her knees; as soon as he lifted her, the nurse 
screamed. _ 

_"Michael, no! I can't, it hurts!" She buried her face in his chest 
as he carried her over to the Pinto and gently sat her inside. _ 

_He drove them away from the truck stop, and knew that his mark would 
be there forever. _ 
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><p>Inevitably , he'd left breadcrumbs that would lead the police 
right to them. Like a child, he'd gotten angry and acted out with no 
thought of the consequences . <p> 

At the very least, he was able to get Minka something for the pain, 
and had already marked a route on the map that would bring them to 
Wisconsin faster. 

Michael was forced to pull over just to give her the aspirin; 
half-conscious , she couldn't even bring the pills to her lips. 
Hurriedly, he opened the bottle and poured four into his hand. He 
touched her shoulder gently and she opened her eyes just a bit. 

He showed her the pills and she nodded, allowing him to put them in 
her mouth. With no water, they were hard to swallow, making the nurse 
grimace and cough. Her face was nearly white. 

Michael wouldn't stop the car again, not until they were in 
Wisconsin. Her life depended on it. 


30. Chapter 30 

Dr. Samuel Loomis sipped his coffee eagerly. 

_Terrible coffee._ 

He put down the foam cup and sighed, shaking his head. There was only 
one thing he wanted, maybe wanted even more than Michael Myers in a 
coffin . 

_A good, strong cup of coffee._ 

"He should already be in a coffin..." Loomis mumbled to himself. What 
kind of human being could survive a bullet in the chest, then a 
thirty foot fall? Not only survive, but _get up_ and _walk 
away ?_ 

Not that the doctor was particularly surprised. He'd always known 
that Michael wasn't _really _human, even as a little boy. He wished 
that his colleagues could see past the flesh and bones; there was 
nothing there. 



_Nothing but evil._ 

Loomis shifted on the office chair, exhausted and stiff. The 
Haddonfield Police Department had allowed him some privacy in the 
staff lounge; there was no one else around to use it. The whole 
police force was out on the streets, confused and shocked, trying to 
keep the citizens away from the multiple crime scenes. They would 
never have anticipated something so heinous happening in their quiet 
little town._ Not again. _ 

_Then there was the nurse. The hostage. _ 

It went against everything he knew about Michael Audrey Myers. 
Considering he was the one who spent more years with him than anyone, 
he knew everything there was to know. 

Michael wasn't stupid. Far from it; playing the catatonic little 
brat, for years, up until the previous night. He fooled everyone. He 
managed to slip out of the hospital effortlessly. He had already 
killed four people, that they knew of. 

_Cunning, cold, merciless, deadly... _ 

But why the nurse? She was a just a girl! He'd met her once, to warn 
her of Michael. 

_Too kind, too humble. _ 

Michael didn't deserve her. The very thought of her alone in a room 
with that abomination made his stomach turn; his intuition had been 
right, which it all too often was. 

The security tapes had shown Michael leading the nurse through the 
hospital, to a fire exit. When they had closed in on him hours 
before, he had been driving the car. 

_What use could he possibly have for her? What had michael kept from 
him all those years? A grain of sanity, perhaps? A mere ounce of 
humanity ?_ 

An urgent knock at the door stole the doctor's 
attention . 

"Loomis ? " 


"Yes?" Two men came into the room, one he recognized as the captain 
of the Haddonfield police. The other looked like a detective, maybe 
FBI . 

"Bad news and good news," The captain said monotonously. Loomis 
frowned. "Dale Beecher's place out near Ashford. Seems like our guy 
stopped for some gas and aspirin. Killed Dale and took his car, left 
behind the Sheriff's daughter's vehicle." 

"What's the good news?" Loomis asked, stirring his coffee 
nervously . 


"Well, we know what he's driving for the time being. We know the 
general direction that he's heading. Also..." The chief pointed to 



the other man, "this is Detective Christianson. He had the luck of 
running into our dynamic duo and lived to tell the tale!" He 
chuckled, fingering his holster awkwardly. 

Detective Christianson smiled, icy gaze shifting to Loomis. 

"Nice to meet you," He said softly. 

"He's with the FBI, and will be leading the investigation, 
er . . . manhunt . " 

"Thank you for being here. Detective." The doctor stood and offered 
his hand, which the detective gave a strong shake. "So you... ran into 
them?" Christianson cleared his throat enthusiastically. 

"In a way . " 


31. Chapter 31 

"How will we... make it into Wisconsin?" 

Michael looked over to the nurse, his chest clenching with 
_overwhelming _sadness. Her voice _had_ been so clear and beautiful, 
like wind chimes; it was the first time he had heard music in fifteen 
years . 

_Now, Minka could barely manage a whisper. A day and two nights with 
him and she was nearly dead._ 

They'd already seen three cruisers barreling down the street towards 
them. Luckily, they were passing though a small town, and hid behind 
a Wendy's before the police saw them. 

The sirens had woken Minka; when she was awake, she talked. 

_Not a lot, but it made him happy. _ 

Throughout the grey, rainy day, she whispered about small, trivial 
things. The colorful Autumn trees, the pleasantly chilly weather; 
every now and then, asking if he was okay. 

_Michael was fine. She wasn't._ 

Though Minka didn't verbalize her pain, it was etched in her face. 

The bright, earthy eyes that had bewitched him in that damn hospital 
were red and puffy, tired and hopeless. 

_She still had blood in her strawberry hair. _ 

Michael sighed, looking down at the map. They would be at the border 
in less than an hour, and make it to Minka 's cabin before dark. She'd 
pointed it out on the map for him. 

"You'll like it there, Michael," The girl wheezed, readjusting 
herself in the small leather seat. "The lake is beaut iful ... in the 
Fall . " 


32 . Chapter 32 



"So she lied for him. 


Dr. Loomis stared at the detective with wide, confused eyes. He 
became aware that his hands were shaking, and quickly hid them under 
the table. 

"Detective, I'm sorry, but that's impossible. Michael, he... he would 
have had to communicate with her somehow, and that's..." He paused, 
chuckling uneasily, "...impossible." 

"Doctor, this might surprise you, but we found a note in his room. 
Now, the longhand isn't too great. Looks like a five-year-old wrote 
it. Kind of makes sense, huh?" Loomis cleared his throat and took a 
sip of the cold coffee. 

"What did... the note say?" Detective Christianson reached inside his 
suit pocket and pulled out a memo pad; his dropped it on the table 
and nodded. Hesitantly, the doctor leaned forward. 

"Act calm... call guard or die," He read aloud. 

"Did you know he was literate?" The detective asked, his tone 
carrying a hint of suspicion. 

"No, he was sent to Smith's Grove at barely six years of age. Never 
spoke once these last fifteen years, not to me or anyone else, and he 
certainly has never written anything." 

"What can you tell me about the nurse, Minka?" 

In a daze, Loomis stood up and walked over to the coffee machine. He 
poured a fresh cup. 

"Minka was-... is the youngest staff member at the hospital. Her 
cousin had helped her to get a temporary position on her ward. I've 
never met someone with such _good_ intentions; she likes to help 
people . " 

"Help people like Michael? Detective Christianson asked, leaning back 
in his chair. 

"I hope you aren't suspicious of her, detective. I've met every type 
of person you can imagine, and I've analyzed the minds of dozens of 
psychopaths, and..." He stopped, feeling himself getting angry. 

"There is no way in hell that girl would willingly help 
Michael . " 


33. Chapter 33 

_**WATCHING THE AMC HALLOWEEN MARATHON, ALL THE MICHAEL I CAN STAND 
GAHHHHHHHHH**_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>The rain fell harder and harder each hour; traffic on the highway 
was heavy and slow. Michael began to feel sick with urgency. Since 
nightfall, he'd been trying to wake Minka. Her chest rose and fell 
with small breaths, the only indication that she was alive. <p> 



She'd told him to stay on the interstate until an exit for Ashford 
came up. 

_"1460 River Circle... the street address. Ashford is small, you'll be 
able to find it." _ 

They'd been in the same car too long as it was, and he knew driving 
it all the way to the cabin was a terrible idea. 

_She had mentioned a lake. _ 

The perfect place to get rid of the car. Nobody was going to see them 
in the rain. 
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><p>Michael turned the car off, taking in a deep breath. <p> 

He could hear the lake sloshing against the shore, but couldn't see 
the line that separated water and sky. Next to him, Minka whimpered 
in her sleep. 

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry..." 

He hated the idea of carrying her to the cabin. It was nearly three 
blocks away, she was going to get soaked, but he didn't want to take 
any chances with the car. He'd be able to push it into the lake 
easily . 

_No breadcrumbs . _ 

Michael slipped on his mask and got out, walking around the front of 
the Pinto to the passenger's side. The rain was heavier than 
before . 

He'd parked in the grass, near what appeared to be a marina. All the 
surrounding homes looked like summer getaways; there was no one 
around, to his relief. 

_Neither him nor Minka would have been able to survive another 
confront at ion. _ 

He opened the door and reached for the nurse, picking her up 
gently . 

"It's so cold," She murmured. Michael brought her over to a tree sat 
her against it . 

"No... no, hold me. It's cold..." Her little hand latched onto his 
sleeve; it killed him to have to walk away from her. Soaked to the 
bone, unimaginably tired, he went over to the car and positioned 
himself behind it and pushed as hard as he could. It began to roll 
across the grass, gaining momentum. He almost tripped when it reached 
the muddy edge and hit the water. He heard Minka gasp behind him, and 
immediately went to her side. Once she was in his arms, he started 
towards the road, trying to keep a steady pace. The nurse shivered 
against him, curling her fingers into his shirt. Michael could feel 
her icy skin underneath the wet dress. 



_She was so cold, but he felt heated everywhere their bodies 
met 

After a few minutes, Minka squeezed his arm. 

"This one, here..." To the right stood a cabin, tall and ominous in 
the rain. He clutched the nurse tighter and practically sprinted 
towards it, his boots splashing in the mud and water. 

Michael ran around to the back and found a window. Balancing her with 
one arm, he ran his fist straight through the glass. Using his elbow, 
he cleared away the rest of the shards and hoisted Minka up. She 
cried out, barely maneuvering herself through. He grabbed the ledge 
and pulled himself in after her. 


34. Chapter 34 

The warmth of the cabin distracted Michael, reminding him of his 
fatigue . 

_She had to come first. _ 

Fighting off the urge to simply lie down, he turned back to the 
window and brought the curtains together. He needed to find a light 
switch . 

"N-not in here. The n-next room," Minka urged him. He forgot about 
the lights and picked up the freezing girl. His eyes adjusted enough 
to make out a doorway across the room; he kicked the door open and 
hurried in. The room was bigger than the one they'd entered from; the 
air smelled of smoke and wood. He spotted a couch situated in the 
middle and put her down on it. A long, contented sigh left 
her . 

Michael noticed a candle and a pack of matches sitting on a table 
next to the couch. His numb fingers fumbled with the pack, and 
finally lit a match after failing three times. He lowered the flame 
onto the wick and watched it catch; the orange light it created 
bathed the room. 

A fireplace sat across from the couch. Just thinking about heat made 
Michael practically giddy. He looked at Minka. 

_Draped across the old, patterned couch; her lashes fanned against 
her pale cheeks, her lips open and rosy. _ 

Her eyes opened slowly, and she stared back at him. 

"Take your mask of f .. .please, " The nurse whispered. Michael looked 
away . 

_Only for her. No one else would see his face again. _ 

He gripped the bottom of the mask and pulled it off, letting it drop 
to the wood floor. He felt her looking at him and wanted to know 
exactly what she was thinking. 


That he was a monster? That he was hideous? 



When he met her gaze, he saw something that couldn't be meant for 
him. He refused to even name it. Disoriented, he went over to the 
fireplace and put in a few logs that were stacked near the hearth, 
then lit a match and tossed it in. The wood caught quickly. Running a 
hand through his wet hair, he walked over to Minka and picked her up. 
She pressed herself against him, still shaking from the cold. He 
couldn't treat her wounds before cleaning her up. 

"W-where are we going?" She asked as Michael picked up the candle and 
brought them through another door, which led into a long hallway. He 
peeked into each door until he found the bathroom. Carefully, he sat 
her against the large bathtub and placed the candle next to the 
sink . 

Searching through the medicine cabinet, he found painkillers and 
disinfectant. Frustrated, he checked the drawers underneath the sink, 
revealing towels and a Uni-Safe first aid kit. 

Keeping his back to the girl, he pulled out the notepad and pencil. 
The paper was damp, but still usable. He scribbled down his words and 
knelt next to Minka, holding it for her to read. 

The nurse looked at him with wide, fearful eyes. 


35. Chapter 35 

_**Small chapter, I know, but I wanted to update before I go to a 
Halloween party! Planned on going as Michael but the boyfriend 
insists I'll look ridiculous so maybe one of his victims? Anyways, 
everyone have a wonderful, SAFE Halloween night and 
remember ... tonight is his night. **_ 
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><p>Minka didn't really know what was happening. They were in the 
cabin, she knew that, but everything was so cloudy; Michael's writing 
blurred in front of her, her tired eyes straining to focus on 
them. <p> 

"I n-need a... bath?" She whimpered, very scared all of a sudden. 
Dazed, she looked at Michael, immediately entranced by the flame 
dancing in his blue irises. He nodded, pointing to her stomach. 
Confused, she looked down at her ruined dress and wondered how she 
could have forgotten about the hole in her side. 

_The pain had become a part of her. _ 

"A-alright, " She whispered, resting her head against the cool 
porcelain . 

Michael stood up and leaned over her, turning on the water. Pipes 
creaked and rumbled inside the walls from months of abandonment. 

Soon, steam was filling the room. Hypnotized, comforted by the heat, 
Minka forgot that she needed to get out of her clothes. Michael knelt 
down next to her; there was something in his stare that she hadn't 
seen before. 

_It ' s alright. Everything's okay. Nothing to be afraid of. _ 



Minka tried to unbutton the dress, but her limbs felt so heavy. She 
swallowed hard and closed her eyes, embarrassed. 


A moment later, she felt the gentle pressure of his hands on her 
chest, undoing the buttons. 

To the girl's horror, it felt wonderful. 


36. Chapter 36 

_**So am I the only one who is extremely depressed that Halloween 
2014 is over? **_ 
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><p>Every cell in his body was on fire, vibrating with life. With 
each button Michael undid, a wave of something completely unknown hit 
him. He was drowning in anticipation, curiosity . <p> 

_He had to undress her. It wasn't as though he wanted to. He had to. 


When he reached the bottom of the dress, his eyes flitted up to her 
face, almost shyly; Minka was looking at him through her thick 
lashes, her brow slightly furrowed. It was a strange look, one 
Michael couldn't understand. Gently, he slipped a hand behind her 
back and brought her forward, then slid the material off her 
shoulders. He hesitated before pulling her arms up and out of the 
sleeves . 

_He didn't want to hurt her anymore. _ 

Heat radiated from Minka' s bare, glistening skin. Even after all that 
had happened, all the blood on her clothes, she smelled sweet; like 
roses . 

Michael rested the nurse back against the bathtub and began to untie 
her shoes, taking care to not look at her _almost_ completely exposed 
chest. Once the sneakers were off, he reached for her stockings, 
pulling them off from her toes. His eyes became glued to her legs; 
delicate, pale, with soft curves. 

_What was wrong with him?_ 

"Please take... this bandage off," Minka whispered almost too soft to 
hear. He nodded, turning the water off before kneeling _very_ close 
to her and untying the knot. 

She whimpered and gave his chest a weak push. 

"It h-hurts so much." Michael bit back his guilt and self-loathing, 
trying to regain focus. The makeshift bandage was difficult to peel 
away from the wound, the blood practically acting as glue. She began 
to cry softly and gripped his arm. 

He pulled the material from around her, revealing the injury. 
Thankfully, it was made by a very small-caliber bullet, but the 
surrounding area was red and swollen. He'd waited too long to clean 
it . 



_He needed to get it over with. It was his own hesitation making 
things worse. _ 

Hugging her to him, Michael pulled the dress down past her hips and 
legs. Minka's bra seemed to be clasped in the front. He shifted her 
so that her right side was leaning against him; she was shaking, like 
a child waking up from a nightmare. 

Tentatively, his fingers played with the clasp until it gave away; 
her chest sprung free of the material. He tried to turn away, but her 
body was demanding attention and adoration, though she didn't know 
it . 


37. Chapter 37 

Minka felt her stomach drop. 

_She ' d never been naked in front of anyone. _ 

Now, Michael Myers was staring at her body as though she were made 
out of diamonds. She brought her hands up to her chest and swallowed 
hard, but his eyes continued to brand her. 

She became aware of his fingertips trailing down her belly, studying 
each curve. When he reached the top of her panties, he stopped and 
looked at her, as if asking permission. 

"I c-can leave them on," She breathed, goosebumps rising all over her 
skin despite the humid room. Michael nodded, obsidian hair falling 
across his brow, and lifted her from the ground. She winced, each 
little jostle creating ripples of pain. 

The nurse nearly moaned with relief when he lowered her into the warm 
water. Immediately, the terrible events of the past two days drifted 
far from memory. Her wound stung, but it was a mere memory of pain. 
Her body molded to the bottom of the tub, and Michael slipped his 
hands out from underneath her. 

With the calming water came the renewal of her unbearable fatigue; 
lost in exhaustion, she let her hands rest on her legs and closed her 
eyes. Slipping in and out of consciousness , she began to think about 
Michael . 

_If he were to speak, what would it sound like?_ 

She imagined his voice would be velvety, deep, commanding. 

Lulling . . . 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Michael watched her eyes close and her body relax. Beneath the 
water, he could see the outlines of her most beautiful 
features . <p> 

Full of shame and confusion, he turned away quickly and grabbed a 
bottle of shampoo from the sink and a wash rag underneath it. 


The room began to smell of the candle's sweet, sugar cookie perfume. 



It only added to the tension he felt in every part of his body. 
Michael knelt on the floor and reached for Minka's shoulder. Her 
chocolate eyes fluttered open. 

"W-what is it?" She asked softly, her head tilting towards him; she 
looked surprised. 

"Y-you're going to wash... my hair?" He nodded, keeping his eyes above 
her neck at all costs. She moved a bit, making the water slosh 
against the porcelain, then closed her eyes. Michael put his hand 
under the water and behind her neck, giving her a little nudge. She 
understood, and allowed him to wet her bloody hair. 

When he let go and went for the bottle of shampoo, the nurse let out 
a whine. 

"Who are you... who are you, M-Michael? Why..." She was talking to 
herself more than him, and he would have liked to give her an 
answer . 

_But he didn't know who he was or why. He never cared before but the 
more he lingered on it, the more he wanted to know. He wasn't normal. 


38. Chapter 38 

Michael's large, careful hands worked through her hair. The girl 
watched as the water around her turned murky with blood and filth. 

She couldn't help but weep quietly. 

After rinsing her curls, Michael grabbed the bar of soap and urged 
her to sit up, which she did slowly. 

Minka felt her stomach flutter when he began to wash her back, his 
skin moving back and forth against her own. Her crying diminished 
into sniffles. 

His hands slid over her shoulders, down her arms, around her neck. 

The soap smelled spicy, like pumpkins. Willingly, she curled her legs 
so that Michael could wash them as well. Her tired eyes watched his 
every movement; delicate, elegant, caring... 

It made no sense, but wasn't she lucky to be the _only_ one whom 
Michael treated in such a way? 

_No. Luck wasn't a factor. It went beyond that._ 

When he finished washing her body, Michael lifted her out of the 
water by her arms and gave her a towel, which she held against her 
chest. A small _oomph_ left her when he scooped her up. 

"My bedroom is upstairs, " She whispered, curling against him for 
warmth. He gave her the candle to hold and walked into the hallway. 
The flame illuminated the large living room, the furniture and 
decorations rustic and earthy. 


It all looked and smelled so familiar, giving her a sense of comfort 
and safety. 



When they reached the top of the stairs, Minka pointed to a door on 
the right. Michael opened it slowly and walked in. 


"There..." She pointed to the small bed situated in the far corner. 
He carried her to it and placed her down softly against the many 
pillows. The nurse closed her eyes. 

_She ' d never been so grateful for a mattress. _ 

When she opened them, Michael was gone; his heavy footsteps echoed 
through the cabin. A short-lived spark of concern flared within her, 
but it couldn't keep her from falling asleep. 


39. Chapter 39 

Michael slipped into the bathroom for the first aid kit, wanting to 
dress her wounds as soon as possible, but found himself lingering in 
the heat . 

_It felt so good, to just stand in the warmth and close his eyes and 
not worry. _ 

They were safe. He didn't know for how long, he wouldn't think about 
it. He wouldn't spoil the feeling. 

He tore himself away from the pleasant steam and returned to Minka 's 
room. Her silhouette was draped across the bed, still and sleeping. 
Silently, Michael put the candle on the nightstand and watched the 
flame bathe her in light. 

He didn't know if the things he felt were dormant, dusty emotions or 
newly discovered ones. Had he always been capable of feeling 
something other than hate? Had he always been able to find a fellow 
spirit in another human being? 

Minka moaned and her hand tightened around the towel that left most 
of her bare. 

"I'll need stitches," She whispered as her lashes fluttered apart. 

"I 'll... talk you through it." 

_Christ ._ 

All he wanted in that moment was to lay down on the bed and cling to 
her and fall _asleep. _Michael looked down at his wet, icy 
clothes . 

_And to be dry. That ' d be perfect. _ 

Quickly, he grabbed the first-aid kit from the floor and opened the 
rusty metal latches. Inside, he found individually wrapped bandages, 
disinfectant, a spool of silk, needles, various ointments and a 
thermometer . 

Feeling uncharacterist ically lost, Michael looked up to Minka. She 
gave him a small, sad smile. 

"It's alright, Michael." She nodded, her nearly dry hair falling in 
front of her wide eyes. "Take out the silk, t-the needle and the 



disinfectant, and bandages. Rinse the needle with the 
alcohol . " 

Michael did as she said; after he swished around the needle in the 
disinfectant, he looked to her for further instruction. Her brow 
furrowed a bit, and she took a deep breath. 

"Put some alcohol o-on a bandage and clean up the wound a little." 
Slowly, she pulled the towel over so that her whole left side was 
exposed; her dainty ribs, her soft hips and full thighs. The end of 
the towel pooled between her legs; the opposite end, she held tightly 
to her chest. 

Michael's mouth felt dry, his body warm despite his soaked clothes; 
did she have any idea how alluring she was? 

With fumbling hands, he ripped open a bandage and poured the alcohol 
onto the bandage; the material soaked it up greedily. As gently as he 
could, Michael leaned over the nurse and began to dab the wound. She 
immediately hissed between her teeth and leaned away from him, but 
gained control of the pain and allowed him to continue. 

Michael used one strong arm to lift her from the mattress and cleaned 
the exit wound as well. Minka trembled against him, wincing. 

"D-did you ever watch your mother sew w-when you were a child?" She 
whispered as he lowered her back onto the sheets. "It isn't much 
different from that. Thread the silk ... wait . " Her small hand reached 
out. "Let me." 

He gave her the spool and needle, and moved the candle closer to 
Minka so that she could see what she was doing. Michael watched as 
she worked her bottom lip between her teeth, tired eyes fixed on the 
tiny, translucent thread. After a few attempts, it slipped through 
the needle. She handed it back to him. 

"Stitch it from one side to the other. Keep them c-close and tight, 
Michael . " 


40. Chapter 40 

It took Michael nearly an hour to make ten stitches; five in her side 
and five on her back. He hesitated every time the needle met Minka 's 
skin, and she couldn't help but squirm. When he finished, she gently 
took the needle from his tired hands and tied them off herself, 
allowing her exhausted body to fall back against the pillows. 

"Thank you, Michael." She sighed, holding him in her eyes. "I don't 
need... any more help. You must be so _tired._" Her voice cracked and 
the tears were unstoppable. 

Minka didn't even know why she was crying, the hot tears blurring her 
vision of the strange, gentle, _beautiful_ man at her bedside. 
Beautiful despite his filthy, undersized clothes and wet hair and the 
air of danger that enveloped him at all times. 

"I hate myself," The nurse whimpered, placing a hand over her face. 
She flinched when Michael's fingers gently touched her own. 



_If he kept treating her with unimaginable gentility, kept making 
their skin meet, there would be no hope for rationality. Although, 
she'd always been strange, hadn't she? It was no surprise that her 
heart had never known such fervor until Michael Myers broke into her 
life. _ 

Minka sniffled and pulled out the blanket from beneath her. 

"Sleep with me... just for a little while," She whispered, curling 
beneath the soft cotton. Her tired eyes followed Michael as he blew 
out the candle and walked around the bed. A quick bolt of adrenaline 
shot through her when she felt his weight settle on the mattress, but 
was soon replaced with comfort. 

_His clothes were going to soak the sheets and... she needed clothes. 


Michael moved closer to her, very close, and nestled his face in her 
hair . 

Minka was asleep before she could ask him to change his 
clothes . 


4 1 . Chapter 4 1 

_So uh . . . I revised the last chapter, concerning the stitches. Michael 
forgot about the exit wound! Or maybe I forgot to write about it. In 
any case, it's fixed and I feel less foolish. R&R!_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Minka woke up to the sound of footsteps. Immediately frightened, 
she peeked out from beneath the blanket and saw the large silhouette 
of Michael, fumbling in the dark. Her body relaxed. <p> 

Instead of letting him know that she was awake, Minka indulged her 
burgeoning curiosity for the man and watched as he began 

to... 

_Undress. _ 

The nurse felt her cheeks flush, and her conscience chastised her for 
not saying anything. 

His back was to her, but just _hearing_ Michael unzip the front of 
his jumpsuit made her stomach flutter. 

_She was just tired and hungry, not possibly thinking 
clearly . . ._ 

Gingerly, he pulled his arms from the sleeves, the top of the suit 
bunching around his waist. The broad, muscled expanse of his 
shoulders and back was bathed in the sparse, shimmering moonlight; he 
reminded her of a renaissance sculpture, each curve and muscle 
expertly crafted. 


He stood still for a moment, as if he knew she were watching him 
then walked out of the room. 



_What was he doing? _ 

Minka sat up too quickly and bit down on her lip to keep from crying 
out; she'd forgotten about the all-too-f resh stitches. As quickly and 
carefully as she could, the nurse slid her legs off the bed and stood 
up, bringing the blanket with her. Wrapping it around her naked body, 
she followed Michael on unsteady legs. She peeked into each room 
before making her way down the stairs, both hands clasping the 
banister like a small child. 

She eyed the living room; he'd lit another candle. It's glow danced 
across the dark furniture, her mother's various knickknacks and the 
sprawl of family pictures on the wall. Minka stared at the framed 
memories; cold reminders of an old and shattered life. 

The sound of running water stole her attention. 

She tiptoed around the corner, then fell back when she saw light 
coming from the bathroom. 

An invisible rope pulled Minka forward, despite the voice telling her 
to just go back upstairs, back to her warm bed. She slipped into the 
half-open door silently and through the steam, saw Michael standing 
in the tub, water showering him from above, running down his 
faultless body like quicksilver. 

The nurse couldn't muffle her gasp, and his cerulean eyes were on her 
instantly . 

_Silence. Terrifying silence. _ 

She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Minka kept quiet 
and still as he swung one leg over the edge of the porcelain, then 
the other, revealing himself completely. 

She'd learned to read Michael. Despite the indifferent expression he 
always wore, his eyes betrayed him. 

_But she'd never seen such a look from him; prideful yet shy, angry 
yet intrigued. Passionate. _ 

As he began to close the distance between them, Minka drew back until 
she felt the door. It gave way and slammed shut, sending the nurse 
tumbling backwards. 

Michael's hands caught her before she met the floor and lifted her 
up, gently pressing her body against the wall, _trapping _her. 

She looked up at him timidly, her heartbeat growing louder than the 
running water and her willpower focused on keeping her eyes _above 
_his waist . 

"M-Michael, " She whispered breathlessly as he pushed himself flush 
against her, their noses almost touching. A knot of warmth tightened 
and relaxed inside her. The sensation coaxed a soft moan from 
her . 

_What was happening? What was he going to do? _ 

And just as Michael's hand reached for the blanket, the whine of 



police sirens met their ears. 


42 . Chapter 42 

Samuel Loomis was lying awake and pensive in his hotel room when the 
phone rang; he reached over for it blindly, knocking a glass of water 
to the floor. 

"Goddammit all, " He muttered, fingers grasping the cheap plastic and 
bringing it to his ear. 

"Loomis, " He grunted. 

"Doctor, it's Christiansen. Sorry to call you at this hour..." Loomis 
glanced at the equally cheap alarm clock; _barely four in the 
morning ._ 

"It's fine, I was awake. What is it?" He sat up and turned on the 
bedside lamp, rubbing at his eyes. 

"Well, I just got off the phone with the nurse's parents about twenty 
minutes ago. They own a vacation home up in Wisconsin, and Minka 
knows where it is. Before that, we got a call from a deputy in 
Janesville about the pictures we put out; said he saw a man and women 
in a red Pinto pass through town. It's right on the way to the 
Ashford, where their cabin is." Loomis chuckled. 

"Please tell me why she would tell _Michael Myers _where it is? What 
sense does that-" 

"It does make sense, Loomis. The Wisconsin State Police are on their 
way to the cabin right now, and I'm heading out now. I want you with 
me on this. If anyone knows Michael, the way he thinks, it's 
you . " 

"I'm not so sure I know anything about him anymore." 

"Where are you staying? I'll pick you up in ten." 


43. Chapter 43 

Michael watched his nurse's eyes widen as the clamor of sirens grew, 
and knew if they didn't act immediately, they'd be caught. They'd 
send him back to a place like Smith's Grove, forever. And Minka would 
be gone . 

_Forever. _ 

He took a step back and reached for his clothes. From the corner of 
his eye, he saw Minka shake her head. 

"What are we going to do?" She croaked. Michael stepped into the 
dirty clothes and pulled the zipper up to his chest, then reached for 
her free hand and lead her out the door and up the stairs. Once in 
the bedroom, he pointed to the dresser. Minka' s blush was visible, 
even the dark. 


" Yes , I'll dress . . . 



without another word, she walked to the drawers and rifled through 
them quickly, pulling out a thick sweater, a pleated skirt and a 
slip. She glanced over her shoulder, silently asking him Michael to 
turn around. 

His lips twitched, and despite their imminent capture and battered 
bodies, he smiled and turned around. 

After a moment, he felt a timid hand on his arm. 

"We're not going to make it," Minka whispered, and he immediately 
turned to look at her. Her eyes were somber. 

"I... I don't want them to hurt you." 

_Michael felt his chest clench with undeniable love; love for the 
little, wide-eyed nurse that had shown him kindness one late night. 


Hesitantly, he took Minka' s face in his hands and kissed her 
forehead, then stepped back and gave a nod. 

The nurse came forward and reached out for his hand, which he 
hurriedly took. 

_The police were close. Evading them would take a miracle. _ 

Michael rushed down the stairs and towards the window he'd broken, 
but stopped abruptly. 

_He ' d forgotten something. _ 

Anxiously, he motioned for Minka to stay where she was and ran back 
to the living room, where his mask and shoes sat on the carpet; he 
grabbed the rubber face and shoved his bare feet into the 
boots . 

When he'd returned to the window, the nurse was sitting upon the 
sill, slipping on her shoes. 

"Hurry, I see the lights!" She whimpered, standing up slowly, the 
pain evident on her face. Michael closed his eyes for half a moment 
and told himself that she would not get hurt, that they would make it 
away just in time and then. . . 

_Then what?_ 

With a growl, he climbed up and out of the window, back into the 
rain. Minka slipped out behind him as gently as she could, but he 
could tell that each twist of her body caused the stitches more 
stress. Michael caught her as she pushed herself off. 

"I can't run, M-Michael, " She managed to say between shivers. Before 
Michael had to chance to sneak around the house, light flooded his 
vision, and heard the shriek of tires coming to a brutal stop. Minka 
cried out, burying her face in his neck. 

He expected to hear the weighty voice of his doctor over the 
megaphone, but was _regaled_ by a stranger instead. 



"Michael! I'm Detective James Christiansen, and I just want to 
talk. " 

The stranger was one of many silhouettes that stood through the light 
and rain, surrounding him like dark acolytes of Death, waiting to 
drag him to Hell. 

"There's nowhere left to run. I need you to put the girl down and let 
her come to us, then I need you to put your hands where I can see 
them. I won't give the order to shoot unless you give me trouble." 

The voice paused. "Put her down." 

Michael felt the nurse lift her head, and looked down. 

"Let me go. I-I'm not g-going to watch you die," She breathed. He 
could _hear _the tears in her voice. 

_A war was waging inside of him. Surrender or fight? Risk his own 
life, as well as Minka's?_ 

Michael's body relaxed as he allowed her to slide from his arms; she 
wobbled a bit, holding onto him for support, but regained her balance 
and looked into his eyes, strawberry hair clinging to her wet 
cheeks . 

"Please find me." 

She turned away from him and began to limp towards the line of 
officers; one ran out to fetch her and just like that, Minka was out 
of sight. 

"Owens, _now!_" The stranger nearly hissed over the system. Michael 
had no time to react. Someone pulled the trigger once, twice, three 
times. He felt the sting of bullets across his chest, but instead 
looked down to see darts protruding from his clothes. 

Instantaneously, a familiar wave of fatigue and confusion hit 
him . 

_Not drugs, please... _ 

He fell to his knees, into the wet grass and mud, his fingers digging 
into the earth. Blue, murky shapes were crowding around him, kicking 
him, their voices angry and nonsensical; one stood out above the 
others, and he realized it was Minka. 

_"You said you wouldn't hurt him! You can't do this!"_ 

A shoe met Michael square in the jaw and he fell onto his side. He 
smiled humorlessly inside his mask. 

_The sedatives, at the very least, dulled pain. How fucking ironic. 


The icy kiss of handcuffs was the last thing he knew before his 
consciousness was ripped away. 


44 . Chapter 44 



_Thank you for all the wonderful reviews! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Minka sat across from Samuel Loomis, her body curled between the 
wooden arms of the chair. <p> 

"They were ... beat ing him," She said softly, head down. 

After the police had taken Michael by ambulance to the Ashford Police 
Station, after the paramedics had given her water and pain killers, 
Loomis had driven her back to Haddonfield. The officers wasted no 
time, and the inundation of questions had been enough to nearly drive 
her mad. 

It was nearly dawn when the station cleared out, leaving only a few 
clerks besides her and the doctor. 

_She had yet to meet the man who ' d spoken to Michael. _ 

Loomis cleared his throat, clearly uncomfortable. 

"Yes, they were. It bothers you. Why?" 

Minka quickly wiped a tear from her cheek and shook her head. 

"Don't think I'm crazy. Doctor. Please." She looked at him pleadingly 
and he gave a kurt nod. "Michael had the opportunity and in his mind, 
reason to kill me... many times. But he didn't. H-he took care of me, 
and..." She stopped, looking away from the doctor's calculating 
eyes . 

"Go on," He urged her, his voice surprisingly gentle. 

_Pity for the crazy girl. _ 

"I'm not stupid. I know what he's done, but underneath all the 
destructiveness and violence is a _man; _intelligent and thoughtful, 
capable of lo-" 

"No, Minka. There is nothing underneath," Loomis hissed. Minka 
recoiled from him as he stood up and pushed in his chair. "I have 
some calls to make. You can stay here and rest until your parents 
arrive . " 

"My ... parent s ? " She squeaked, confused. Loomis straightened his tie 
and gave her a disdainful look. 

"Yes, they're on their way. The sooner you and Michael are far apart, 
the better." 

"Where is he. Doctor?" He looked down, seemingly debating whether or 
not to tell her. Minka 's stomach began to knot. 

"He's being kept at the hospital in Ashford, sedated and under heavy 
guard, until we can transfer him back to Smith's Grove." 

"And after that?" 


"After that, he'll be tried for his crimes. 



45. Chapter 45 

Michael's eyes opened slowly, lids heavy with drug-induced fatigue; 
he almost expected Minka to be at his side, waiting for him to wake. 
But the air didn't hold her familiar, sweet perfume. The faint odor 
of alcohol and sanitizer tickled his nose. 

_A hospital. _ 

He wasn't surprised when he tried to move his body and couldn't, and 
although he was no stranger to restraints, it made him 
anxious . 

_She ' d told him to find her, and he would. _ 

He growled, eyes moving around the shadowy room in search of anything 
familiar; nothing. 

It wasn't Smith's Grove. His frustration grew. 

How was he going to escape? Surely, there were police on guard 
outside the door, perhaps even outside. Without knowing the layout of 
the hospital and without his nurse, it seemed 
impossible . 

Overwhelmed, he closed his eyes and tried to think; all that came to 
mind was Minka. Her small, soaked form walking away from him, leaving 
him with nothing but his rage. 

Michael didn't realize that someone had entered the room until the 
visitor spoke. 

"Hello, Michael." He turned his head a fraction of an inch, just 
enough for him to get a look at the man. His voice was . . ._f amiliar , 
_but his face new to him. Long, pale, and gaunt. Like an old-world 
vampire. His scrutinizing gaze held the confidence and charisma of 
someone of authority, of power. 

_He was sinister. _ 

The man pulled up a wooden chair to his bedside and sat down, his 
spidery fingers smoothing down his slacks. 

"Detective Christiansen. You probably don't remember me, but we . . . I 
spoke to you at the cabin. I hope that you're comfortable?" The 
detective eyed him for a moment, an almost undetectable smirk curling 
the edges of his thin lips. It made Michael sick. 

_What was it about the man that he detested so much?_ 

"I'll take that as a yes," Christiansen said, scratching at his 
narrow chin. "I really do care about your comfort, Michael. I'm not 
here to pick at you or tell you your rights, in fact, " He chuckled 
superciliously, "I'm here to help. You've killed quite a few people 
since your daring break from Smith's Grove. Made an enemy of the 
whole country. Not to mention, your doctor is going to do everything 
in his power to see you fry. Understand?" Michael looked away, 
refusing to let the detective see the panic in his 



eyes . 


_Overwhelmed . _ 

"I don't want to see you dead, I don't even want you incarcerated . I 
want to see you free." He then stood, looming over the bed, and began 
to undo his restraints. Michael's body went rigid. 

_What the fuck was going on?_ 

"I've already sent the guards on this floor on a break, so they won't 
be back for at least ten more minutes. You have _ten minutes_ to get 
yourself down to the ground floor, out the doors and into the parking 
lot. It's almost daybreak, you still have the cover of night," He 
explained quietly as he started on the straps across Michael's chest. 
"When you leave the room, take the left hallway until you reach the 
elevator. It'll open up on the first floor, just a few feet from ER 
waiting room. You'll have to take a right and sneak past the front 
desk. I've brought you some clothes; if you keep moving, no one will 
recognize you. If you come across a cop, kill him." Finally, he 
loosened the straps around his wrists and took a jump back, a weary 
smile on his face. 

"You want to kill me. I can see it in those bold eyes of your ' s . " 
Christiansen went to the door, looking back at the man rising from 
the bed. 

"She's in Haddonfield, for now." Michael's jaw threatened to 
drop . 

"You're our most precious treasure, Michael," He added softly. Then 
he disappeared into the hallway, the door slamming in his 
wake . 


46. Chapter 46 

_So after scouring wikis and typing fictional towns into Google maps, 
I finally figured where Smith's Grove and Haddonfield would kind of 
technically be located, based upon mentioned counties and stuff. It's 
important to the plot, so I'm trying to be as factual as possible 
while dealing with a work of fiction. Haha._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Monmouth was home. A small city, but not uncomfortably so. Minka 
had been born in it's hospital, raised on a quiet street and was even 
attending the local college. Every house, boulevard and bush was 
permanently familiar. <p> 

_Smith ' s Grove was barely ten miles north of Monmouth. _ 

Minka stared at the only corner of the Earth she really knew from her 
rain-varnished bedroom window. It was an cold, desolate evening, 
almost cold enough for snow. Stinging rain and been falling for hours 
from the grey sky; the weather simply mirrored the hopelessness and 
bereavement she felt. 

Just before leaving Haddonfield with her parents. Dr. Loomis had told 
her to expect further inquiry from the police and FBI. The accusatory 



look he'd given her had made her more angry and frustrated than 
anything that had taken place since Halloween morning. 

The drive back East to Monmouth had been eerily quiet and tense. 

She'd stared at her mother and father from the backseat, expecting a 
barrage of questions as well as comfort, but Loomis had spoken to 
them before fetching her from the only couch in the station. 

_Did he tell her parents that she was crazy? Typical case of 
Stockholm Syndrome, or that she was perhaps a willing 
accomplice?_ 

Dinner had been equally unsettling; Minka hadn't eaten for days but 
could barely bring herself to take more than a few bites. When she 
excused herself from the table and hastily walked to her room, her 
father followed, asking if he could speak to her alone, a request she 
nearly denied. 

_But she had seen the admission is his sweet brown eyes._ 

Minka leaned against cold window, the sweaty panes damping her 
blouse, and reflected. 

_"I can't understand why something like this happened to you, Minka," 
He'd said as he sat on the bed beside her, a hand on her shoulder. 
"Since the day you were born, I've always been fascinated with your 
gentle demeanor and ever-growing kindness. I wondered how someone so 
perfect could have come from me, and... I became afraid. 

_"Afraid?" She'd asked softly. _ 

_"Yes, afraid that the world was not ready for someone as selfless 
and tolerant as you, and I mistook your benevolence for naivety. I 
know that your more perceptive than you appear, and I know that... if 
you really spoke in Michael's defense, it's because you may see 
something that other's cannot." _ 

His words had left her weeping, and he'd been more than willing to 
lend his shoulder. 

But his tender understanding wasn't enough. Michael was still at the 
mercy of Loomis, still unreachable, and her own future was uncertain. 
Was she still going to pursue her nursing career? Was her time at 
Smith's Grove at an end? 

Minka pulled herself away from the glass and drew the lacy curtains, 
choosing to sleep instead of allowing her mind to fuel her fears. 

A dark figure watched the girl's silhouette disappear from the 
window, and waited. 


47 . Chapter 47 

_Oh my goodness, I am so thankful for all the FANTASTIC reviews! You 
people are too kind, and honestly, nothing makes me more happy than 
writing this particular story. Knowing that others enjoy it makes me 
squeal ! _ 



><p>As day turned to night, the rain gave way to light snow. It 
didn't take long for a thin blanket of virgin white to cover 
Monmouth . <p> 

Michael was left alone and unnoticed by the locals, who preferred the 
warmth of their homes over Winter's first visit. 

He stood just across the street from where he knew Minka to be. 

_And he had gone through Hell to find her._ 

It had taken a painful amount of self-control to keep from bursting 
into her home when he'd seen her looking out the window. The very 
thought of holding her again was the only thing giving his crippled 
body strength. His old clothes, recovered from the Haddonfield Police 
Station, were now more red than blue. Blood steadily oozed from 
dozens of wounds, and his ears still rang with the gunfire that had 
followed him across the better part of two states. 

A wave of dizziness hit him, and he leaned against a nearby tree for 
support. Sighing, he peeked up through the mask, towards the sky. 

Snow fell between the rubber, sticking to his lashes, melting against 
his feverish skin. 

Michael felt as though he were dreaming. A drug-induced fantasy, 
tormenting him with mere figments of imagination. 

But the all-over pain he felt was a bittersweet reminder that he was 
not still strapped to a cot, that he'd broken free of his bonds and 
killed many people; proof that he'd spirited away the wide-eyed nurse 
on a whim and now felt inexplicably bound to her. 

_Was she going to come with him? Leave all she had and run towards an 
uncertain and dangerous future... for him?_ 

It was absurd. If so, she was a fool, and him a monster; Minka would 
never be safe with him. The uneven stitches that marred the porcelain 
skin of her waist were proof of that. Taking her essentially meant 
risking her life. 

A car turned down the street, it's headlights illuminating the 
shadows he occupied. He stood completely still as it passed him 
without slowing. 

Michael wasn't going to test his luck any further, and scanned the 
street quickly before closing in on Minka 's humble cape cod. He tried 
to forget about the bullet in his left calf, but limped 
nonetheless . 

He found it strange that police hadn't been posted outside her home. 
Had no one anticipated his escape, or at least considered the 
possibility? 

As he crept around the manicured yard, realization struck him; the 
man who had freed him from the hospital in Ashford, the detective; 
he'd told him where to start looking for Minka, might have even made 
sure that she stayed unguarded. Who _was_ he? 

_"You're our greatest treasure, Michael." _ 



He felt like he was being led to something, or somewhere. He felt 
controlled . 


_When was the last time he'd even thought of his sister, who ' d 
occupied his thoughts day and night for fifteen years?_ 
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><p>A faint thump woke Minka from her light sleep. She yawned, 
curling herself against the mattress as snug as she could. <p> 

Why were her parents making so much noise? Why couldn't the world 
_hush_ for a while? 

A moment later, just as she felt sleep reaching out for her, another 
thump. The nurse squeezed her eyes shut. Something wasn't right. 

The staircase creaked under halting footsteps. Minka pulled the 
covers tight around her despite her damp, heated body, and fought the 
urge to cry out for her parents. 

The footsteps were in the hallway, getting louder, passing the other 
rooms; they stopped just outside her door. 

In a panic, she slid off the bed as softly as she could and crawled 
underneath it, then put her hands over her mouth. 

After what felt like hours, the door opened slowly. Minka didn't dare 
to look at the intruder, keeping her face flat against the cool 
wooden floor. 

_Someone had come to kill her. They blamed her for what happened. 
Michael escaped because of her. People died because of her. _ 

The door was closed, then locked. He came around the left side of the 
bed and stopped. Minka held her breath. 

Swiftly, he grabbed her arm with bruising force and pulled her out, 
body sliding effortlessly over the wood; as her mouth opened to 
scream, his large hand wrapped around most of her face. Blinded and 
utterly defenseless, Minka was pressed flush against her assailant, 
his free arm snaking around her in an intimate embrace. 

_Oh, God. . ._ 

She relaxed against him and waited. 

_Please let it be him_. 

Gently, his trembling hand left her face; she heard something fall to 
the floor. Her doe eyes peeked up tentatively. 

_"Michael . . . "_ 


48. Chapter 48 

James Christiansen stared down at the faded, nicotine-stained 
Polaroid in his hands, one finger lazily tracing the little boy who 



looked at the camera with vancant blue eyes. 

_It wouldn't be long now. So close... _ 

And it'd all happened so fast; he'd spent years waiting for the 
perfect moment to take back his treasure, his prize, but Michael 
Myer's had proven himself more than capable. 

_Yes, Michael had been waiting as well. Waiting to feed his boundless 
rage, to destroy the bloodline. Yet, Laurie Strode lived. _ 

The detective huffed, a feral sneer twisting his gaunt face. 

_He had the little Minka to thank for that._ 

Knowing that Michael would never reach his full potential with the 
girl around, he'd initially wanted her dead, but the ostensibly best 
solution was a wild card. They'd already felt him shifting away from 
the curse's control; getting rid of Minka completely could very well 
break the last of those bonds. The most lethal human being would be 
no use to them if he couldn't be kept in line. 

Christiansen was forced to change plans and adapt to the 
unanticipated factors and through that, stumbled upon a possibility 
still too fantastic to fully believe. 

It was almost funny now, that they had revered Michael as the perfect 
killer; cold, intelligent, unpitying. _Nearly_ perfect. But through 
him, true excellence would be achieved. 

He'd seen the connection between Michael and the nurse, almost as 
though it were a physical presence; it was shocking. He was going to 
find her, probably already had. 

_Something was bound to happen. _ 

He just had to hold off the FBI a little longer; give the two a head 
start, and allow time for whatever Michael felt for her to 
flourish . 

Beneath the curse, Michael was still a _man . _ 


49. Chapter 49 

They held each other, silent and trembling, until Minka noticed the 
blood . 

"My _God_, what happened to you? What happened...?" She whispered as 
her hands gently explored his chest; Michael exhaled sharply, and she 
quickly drew back, her eyes apologetic. 

_Her tenderness and compassion knew no end, and he would never 
deserve any of it. _ 

Michael leaned back against the wall, his legs stretched out in front 
of him, and closed his eyes; he heard Minka whimper in frustration, 
felt her small palm against his forehead. 


"You're b-burning up. Oh God, I don't know what to do. We need a 



doctor- 


Michael growled, leaving her speechless and perhaps too fearful to 
say anymore. 

_Just five minutes of rest. Five minutes, then he'd figure out what 
to do next._ 
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><p>He ' d fallen asleep within seconds, leaving Minka alone and unable 
to fathom what had just happened. She needed to <em>do <em>something 
about his array of injuries, but didn't want to wake him; he already 
seemed angry. 

_She shuddered at the mere thought of what must have happened since 
she'd last seen him._ 

And she had more than Michael's devastated body to worry about; she 
was harboring a fugitive now, with her poor parent's sleeping right 
down the hall . . . 

_How didn't they hear him breaking into the house? _ 

Minka grabbed the bed and pulled herself up from the floor, her own 
scar opposing the movement; she eyed the soft throw blanket, then 
wiped her bloodied hands on her tights before gathering it up and 
gently placing it over Michael. 

She had no choice but to wait, despite the very likely possibility 
her parent's find him, or the police. Shaking with adrenaline and 
unease, Minka quickly checked to make sure the door was locked and 
went back to Michael. 

Aside from the blood, he looked like he had at Smith's Grove. 
Peaceful, and so dangerously handsome. 

There had to be an answer to him. A reason _why _she hadn't ever 
heard his voice, and probably never would; why he killed people with 
seemingly no rhyme or reason, or how it was possible for him to 
survive so many awful injuries. 

_Any other man would be dead by now. _ 

Minka sat herself down next to Michael and held back a moment before 
easing herself against him. He sighed, wrapping an arm around her, 
inviting her closer. 

She listened to his languid breath and powerful heartbeat, wanting to 
sleep as he did, and looked up at him with heavy eyes. 

"I love you," She whispered softly, lifting a hand to his face, her 
fingers lightly touching his cheek. 

Soon after, she slept as Michael did. 


End 
f ile . 



